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Scene Number 6€4/665 - 30LZHEVIN wust be seen tc
jurp {row cart and be
instzntly ridden dcwn in
Shots 664/965 to explain his
presence later on the Red
Crees waggen., né vould
ohviously nhave gone cff with
the deserters if nhe were able).

Scene liuuber 1531 = Include belalaika anong *supplies"

" " 1558 - Let YURI see balalaika with LARA
and RATYA. -

" n 1637 - Salalaike attached tc one of the
bags carricu by YURI.

-

knces throughout, unconscicusivy
caressing it as she responds tc
LCinPOVELY. (3ut make sure met
to hammer 1t flat, varticularly
on "I'r carrving his chile.”

" " 1669 - LARL heolas ralalaika across her
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one of these a2liaocst pe*ﬁendicular walls,
see the black mouth of 2
a line of pecple enerze, antlike,

of people euter
contrapuntal.

CRTULT TITIEIES,

We move in,
one

see

eing that these zre man
shift comizg Ifroz work,

1
Reviged 17.5.65)

TITZIRICE DA LOCATION 3UWIZR DIGED

LONG CIUT. It iz deep nignt =nd we ceunot see
wret we gre looking a2t, It is, in fzect, 2 dam
rroject negrinsg its completion., A fed Star and
Russlen leitering in neox hover in the sky.
(Thece are, iz fazet, on zcaffoldiing perchked on
the $om of the dam, a5 we sh2ll see when day-
light cozes &% the end of the film). Tor the
moment, the nuge bulx of the dam itsell could de
one witn the mountzin wells which lheave up Iroa
the floor of the rarrow valley. At the foot of

we can
From the tunnel
Another line

, 50 that the two movementis are
This is zall-we can see during:

tunnel.

After the FINAL TITIZ:

wel workers
the otner going to i+,

There is no sugszestion of slave-labour, they walk

haphezzerd, in o
everywhere,
pass. Uhat is
T e ¢ of
(as from t?exr
among these

MOving with the

works offieces o

pyn-rg-n -

nes and twos and bunches, as workers

Trhey axchange odd greeitings zs they

mwfemiliar 40 us is the kigh pre-
szen g_...m; theses lheavy lavourers
garb and gzit they evicdently are),
the preponlerance ¢f young ones.

the
+he

se people we come to a huiment,
i the project. in one vig nut

lights zre on and in she spill stand UINIIOXLT IZR,
coter-cikes, a2 diz car witk 2 pennant. -The passing
wOrECES c:ve tie wide bertu, giancing 2t then

it covert curi
+the windows.

A military icok
less.

e - L
ll\-l-l-.—-l.-- -

The

[ 2

porfiihcd
osity a shadow Tzlls from one of
'l bo) .

l‘

izg silhouette in the window, motion-
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IOZIDRIOHE = STUIZU HIcez
- a3 A - - 3 B P . K = 1
Inside =he rut we find tiod the LLgire 1S tiat
£ - gy oam A - . - - 1
0f Gemgrel YoTSRAT Inivegzo, &n iron nIZn wWenl &
BEE R T I Wia marToect
pilitary crop oI wiilTe L. His periect
g I -t - S e s 2t .- = T Y
tniform besrs o pair 0X hRign awearas. He 1= the
- S - o -~ -t - 2 - e b
enoodizent of zutiority =:i- sglf-conirel. e
1 DA - . e ;oI
looks io0vm 2t the poszing stroan 0 wursuio,
- L3 - b ] - F- -
whica we =ec¢ over liis snolllelr. Fe turns.
Ty A
.{_.'-IV\J.L .F
i, “ihay 14910 <3 ; LN
et ore they like, these girlst
oty g

IFXGINLIR, & thickset no-nonsense young man in &

sr.e

sli

epskin jacket, 1is ruffling through a metal

==
[
filing drszwer of record czrds. He answvers

ghtly protectively:

CHGINDo:

They 're very good. Bit wild. Spend
their money cuickly. Tork hard.

ToVGRAR
hre they literzte?

—T ——y
’ HH'—I’I‘E—-‘&-
-~ - 1 b -] P
Some of thewm. In and ocut of

Reformatories from the day they were
picked up. Jobs like this. It’'s
Gegrading - you shouldr’t use & human
beinz to move earth.

YIYGDAT (Tiking him)

-
40,

g o ———_——

¥
ENSTISIG cloms shut the drawer, iwrning with card

= e

wheda

ace

his hangs, 3ers much more venemently, almost

usgiory: -

CIGINTZR ’
ird i’z not afficient, (This is
co=mGihing whieh lteeps him aweks al
night). If they’'d give me two more
excaveteors I°d be z year ahead oi ihe
rlan by now (His jaw sticks ous

A Y
-

muzmaciously ).
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13=18 Continve:z
‘_'2'."3?.;1: (Wisa wry zimiration)
You're zn impatient gezeration.

T e

o SHCIIZIN(Vitk wry adairation)
' Zeren’t yout

TEVGRAY tcies the casx»d, his helf-smile going.

TZVIRAF

YTes we wire. Very. (He looks
dovmn a2t the card; foing still,
Quietly:) Don’t be oo impatient,
Comrzde Zngineer. We’'ve come very

ff—r, veI'y fv:l.st -

There is 2 hint of reproof from a senior in this
and ZIIGITZIR expostulates:

LZHGINEER
viell I know that Com -

YEVGRAF
Yes, But 20 you know what it cost?

1g CIOZE SdOT. He genil y lzye dovn the record card
beziie 2 yelliow-backed book on the ta2ble. ON SOUED:
(30URD) Trkere were children in those
days who lived off huran fleskh. Did
you lkmow that?
20 EIISINCZEE rezords him under his orows, awkward: the
yowiger generztion 2 bit embarrassed; inpressed
4

but not perticuvlariy interestcd in these o0ld un-
hapsy fzr off things. Turns away to window,
DUuvTteErs:

-y s gy ——
li -L.h-—l& !

- 4

a_;s ) :hat 3 Kom_rov, now.
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Continued

Instantly YZIVCDAR is by his side. Iogether they
look out at:

TETTTTIIRI T Tt pwe A T JrEem e e T LI
Lu B STOR DAY ZOCATION STIDER FIGHT

A GINL, one of ihe worksrs, the last, emerging from
the tuinuzel and approazching. AT this distance we
can only guess at her age (e2bout iwenty) from her
careless, swinging walk, the easy carriage of a
gmall pack over one shoulder. She looks very tiny,
aprroaching on her own.

INTZRIOR HUT S2UDIO [NIGHD

ENGINEER is surprised, curious, even faintly amused
at YEVGRAF ‘s galvanic reaction and the intensity of
his stare into the darixmess.

ZNGIIZER (Hesitant, delicately)

Vhat’s ... your interest in this

girl, Comrade Generzl?

ZZTZRIOR DA¥ LOCATION SUMIER FKIGHT
The GLRL approsching. Dialogue over:

YDVGRATR |
She mzy be my brother’s child.

ZNGITZZR (4stonished pleasure)
Turi Andreyevich?

YZVIEAT

Yes. (As correcting a too-larzge
claim) Ly half-brother I should
say. (A pause) If ske is ..,
-ghe’s also lara’s child.
DNGIIEIR

m T o
The Lo>ro?

The GILL epproszciing passes out of sight., On the
empty view:
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P

i‘. n

s, YES3

IMPTRICR ZUT OIUDIO STLZR O NIGIET

He turns away Ifronm window, looking older, thoughtiul.
That ‘s a pew edition of the cycle.

:IIGIAI_:_a N

I know. (Be takes possession of
the book) ¥We admire your brother
very nuch.

YEV3IRAT (Dry)

Yes, - Everyone sezms to. Now.

IRGIRZIR
Ye couldn’t admire him when we
weren’t allowed 4o read hLim!

A dangercus topic. YZVGHRAF taites the book. Puts
it dowm. Looks up ex the young man and says
flatly, =25 one gpologising for nothing,

1.‘:: V GP\.".".F
Ho.

COGINZCR is gled to0 have nezotizted the bad moment.
degards the boolk, laughs.
L]

-y
DRGINETR

Vell! Your brotkher’s child and lLarz’s -!
There ocusnt to ve somcthinz abvout her...?

YEVGRAF (Unsmiling; with bitter
weariness) You’d think so woulda‘t
you. But I‘ve bezn losking ¢

lonz time ...

¥ as the dee ZIHGINZIR looks to YZVGRATF
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Continued
ERGINLIR
In!
She comes in slowly. wpen she sess YIVGRAD she

T

freeves zrd looks 2t ZRGINTZR aarily:

S gy o o ——

TRGINZZD (Gently)
I sent for you, Comrade.

She looks =t YZ73RLiF, On 30UND:
You‘re not in any trouble,
CLO3E SECT. YEVGRAZ? looks =zt the GIRL,

CLOIE SHOT. GShe looks back at him, frightened.
She tuwrns shar»ly as:

ENGINCIR goes with discreet swiftness.

And sharply back at YEVGRAT wanen he stirs., Ske
feels beset., . YEVGRAT for his part confroants a
situation for which his training hasn’t prepared
him. Because ne is moved ke feels hesitant.
Because ke Ieels hecitant ke fells bacic on the

manner he knows test, the Authoritztive. There

seems no possitility of coumunicaticn between
then, The =silence prolongs itself. Who can
break it?

YEVGRAF

I an Generzli Yevgraf Zhivago.

Ske looks at him, unyielding, expertly appraising
what degree of trouble she is in,

I am locking for someone. Do you

Srhe looks zs before. Je ig nore and more trouvled.
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30/ Continuzd
34 :
YZVGRAD (Cont)

Ihe perzon 1 zm looking for would
be my nisce.

ra, But suddenly, she gives
2t the incongruous ides, :
gsed but charming while it )

4

¥

of nzir from Ler forehead agair with
2 work-nzrdened little pew, 2 groceful gesture
and lociis a2t hi:z with eyes which, now that the
fear is going from them, are soft and fine.
YEVGEAT says curtly:

g 0%

YEVGRAT
Pleasz =it down.

They sit, the book between then,

s .

Your name is - 7
\ Her dictior is rough, her voice sweet,

TI® GIRL
Tonya Xomarov, Comrade General.

YZVGRAT noc¢s and skifts in his seat; her voice
has disturbed hinm. Coldly:

They found you in Mongolia, didn‘’t
they?

THE GIRL
Yes Coprazaie Generszl.

iveil
waast were you doing there?

£ ' - mopma o
YoV

b -
TL&.-..‘ GI.’-I—

I wes lozt, Comrade General.

#
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How dlu you come to e los:?

This comes out softly after a slight hesization, bus
she looks 2% hinm quite frean¥ly; it is an honest answer,
YEVGRAT tzkes 2 new tack.

YEVGRAT
Was Komarovsky your father’'s name?

THZ GIRL .
I suppose so, Comrade ngeral
YZVGRAT
You sunpose so.
CTHES GIRL .
It’s a common name.
YEVGRAF -
Do you remeaber your Ifather?
THE GIRL
s 00 NO *
YZEVGRAT

Do you rexember your mother?

She loocks &own at the book. Ve suspect tears. 3utl
ner voice when it comes is studiedly off-hand:

TZE GIZRL
Yes, I remember my mother.

YEVGRAR
"hat was her naze?

He leans forward inveluntarily, but she shrugs at he
silly question:
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Continueg
TEZ GIRL
"y
[
YEVERAT is troublied, She won't lock st him,
Gently:

wnat wes she like? (Adds quickly)
id zhe look like?

THE GIRL
... Big.

Agein her voice is éry, almost sneering; she still
hasn’t looked up.

YEVGRAT
Big®?

Now she does look up but looks away, presenting an
implacable profile; the effort of self-comtrol mares
her look zlmost mean. - The fact that her eyes are
swimming with tears doubly pathetic by forece of con-
trasst. She shrugs again at hig male stupidity:

=

- THE GIE .

I was little. She looked ... (She
swallows) ... big.

YEVGRAT

Can you re=z=d?

THE GIRL .

Yes (Reads) "lara. A Cycle of
Foems., 3y Y. A, Zhivago",
YIVGRALT

ot ne. Iy k2lf-btrother. The

person i za looking for would be
this man’s daughier, Thiz would
be Ler mozher. “Lera", 2Jid
anyoody call your mother Icra?
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CIC3C SHOD TED 7RI
o ot N -t

L SIUL

IT ’
a..&vG.a.‘f.."-"‘-‘ s

tewards he

has wounde

it. Then locks et him rather shyly to se¢ if tzis
nose

Halic s

She’s nice.

tig kand moles zn involunitary movement
T small cne oun Ths table. She withdrzows
on

d hinm, She spiffs, wipes her nos

the corner cf a coarse scarf, seys Sentl

Now they ¢

THE GIRL
I'm not your niece, Cormrzde General.

onfront cach cther as twe human bheings,

her pity having conguered his authority, her om
fear, Quietly he says: '

{
43

e zZives

Y

YEVGRAT ’ : )
Il am nobody s idea of an uncle., 3ui
i¥ this men were ©y futker, I shouwld
want to kmow, i€ your mother sver
tell you that your fzther was z poet?

THE GIRL (With sontle insistence)
Comrads CGeneral, aiy father wosa't a
peet.

VTRITAR AR L Mgl ot
YEVERAT {Quieckiy)

“hat vras your father?

Did you like your fTather?
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YEVGRAF
3ut you liksd your mother?

TES GIRL {(“hispers)
fes, of course,.

YIVCRLR. .
Does the name "Strelnikov" mean
anything?
She really thinks, really trying to help. To help
her he repezts softly: -

"Strelnikov" ... .
She shakes her head.

YEVGRAT (Cont) -
"Varykino"., That’s a place, nct 2
person.

”~

She shekes her head.
"Gromeko®,
She thinkes, He leans forward. She says:

I GIEL

Gromeko,

She says it without ruch inteorest; but YEVIRAF,
ezgerly:

YEVGRAF
Yecs?

She shzkes zer head. TLVGRAF sits back but
watenes her intently. fle will follow up what

m2y be zn unconscious thread through the labyrinth.
Steaking very careflily, he envarks:
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36/ Continued
38 '
YIVGRAT (Ceni)
* You sec, he liost his
hes caught her inse
the szme zge vou we
mcther loet yeu ... Anu in Ik

part cf the world.

'i ’i t

l') o
0 i3
ct O
i}
ct

Timd s an

[
’

CuzT
¢

SCENE NUL Ru 40 TO 66 RENAIN QUT COF SCRI
CONZIIM ENE 67 ON PAGT 1

!
» UD}
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Continued

‘THE GIRL
Gromeko.

She says it without much interest; but YEVGRAF, eagerly:

YEVGRAF
Yes?

She shakes her head. YEVGRAF sits back but watches her intently.
He will follow up what may be an unconscious thread through the
labyrinth. Speaking very carefully, he embarks,

You see, the man I think may be your father, lcst his

mother ... (He has caught her interest) At about the same
age you were, when your mother lost you ... And in the same
part of the world. '

CUT
EXTERIOR GRAVEYARD LOCATION DAY EARLY WINTER

HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. Undera snew-heavy sky moved by a
strong wind is spread a flat landscape, full and immense. In the
distance something winds towards us like an eel, across a vast pale
field of stubble. The CAMERA ZOOMS slowly in. We begin to
recognise a procession, people in black, and hear above the wind a
requiem chant led by a choir. The ZOOM continues:

MEDIUM SHOT Still ZOOMING inwards we see that the procession
consists of some forty persons, ‘mostly PEASANTRY of semi-Asiatic -
type, but a few MIDDLE~-CLASS ladies and gentlemen, They are
following a coffin carried shoulder high. Immediately behind the coffin
walks 2 boy, dressed in black. This, in CLOSE SHOT is the thin-faced,
dark-eyed YURI, his features a refined version of the PTASANTS',

He is looking up at:

CLOSE SHOT TRACKING. The COFFIN. It is open, showing the
CORPSE OF A WOMAN surrounded by flowers. The waxen face has
the same exotic beauty as the boy’s. '

CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI EHis eyes leave the coffin and look
gravely ahead. ,

LONG SHOT - Angling past the shoulder of a sinuous semi-oriental
dome, we see the burial ground, its headstones, its high wall topped
with a running curve of ornament, its old carved gates hanging open,
the procession approaching. )
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MEDIUM SHOT. (On SOUND the singing approaching) The HEAD-
STONES share the unfamiliar styling of the building Some are of
sheet iron and wag and rattle gently in the wind. Most are overgrown.

CLOSE SHOT. A HEADSTONE of heavy wood On it a photograph of
the deceased, a middle-aged man of quasi-asiatic type, with long
moustaches The singing louder,

CLOSE SHOT A sheet-iron headstone wags in the wind. On it.a
photograph of a child, Past this comes the PRIEST leading the coffin-
bearers and, YURI. The CAMEPRA follows him in CLOSE UP., He

is looking about with a sort of wondering alertness at:

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. THE HEADSTONES monstrous. On
one the PHOTOGRAPH of a WOMAN in her bridal gown.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI. He looks upwards again
CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The COFFIN looming above him.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI. Looks downwards from the coffin.
Checks suddenly. The head of the procession has come to a halt,
Locks upwards as: -

CLOSE SHOT. The PRIEST towers over him stretching out a hand.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI is gently propelled into 2 new position by the
Priest's hands Something above him catches his eye.

CLOSE SHOT. The COFFIN is being lowered from its high perch
against the sky. The CAMERA follows it downwards until the DEAD
WOMAN'S FACE comes to rest beside an open grave.

CLOSE UP. YURI. We expect some reaction. But instead, the
singing ceases and he looks round him with timid curiosity.

HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. Loocking down on the group around the
grave we see the MOURNERS and LOCALS shuffle round into 2 circle

of respectful radius, isolating YURI on one side of the grave, the
PRIEST on the other. The MOURNERS are well dressed, some dressed
elegantly and carry wreaths. Bshind them are the LOCALS, roughly
clad, curious. Movement ceases except for the wind. All stare «t
YURI. _ -

CLOSE SHOT. ANNA and ALEXANDER GROMEKQ, with child TONYA
between them. ANNA a well-dressed middle~-aged lady with a too
sensitive face. ALEXANDER , a dignified and gentle academic. They
regard YURI with deep sympathy.
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MEDIUM SHOT. From then' POV we see YURI and the PRIEST
who now commences:

PRIEST
The earth is the Lord's and the fullness thereof, the
- earth and everything that dwells therein .. etc.

CLOSE UP., TONYA, one hand in her mother's, peering shyly at:

'CLOSE UP. YURI He looks up with respectful curiosity.

CLOSE SHOT the PRIEST. From Yuri s low eye-line he looks
gigantic. He is reading from a small black book with professional
solemnity. His professional boredom is revealed in the way he sways
his weight from heel to toe, and adjusts his vestments as the wind
pulls at them, He glances down his nose at:

CLOSE SEOT. YURI. He lowers his eyes, sees something and
cocks his head slightly.

CLOSE SHOT. His MOTI-IER A YELLOW LEAF has blown onto
her face.

CLOSE SHOT, YURI. He looks away at:

MEDIUM SEOT. A SILVER BIRCE is shedding its last yellow leaves
into the grey wind.

CLOSE SHOT. YURL The CAMERA TRACKS slowly towards him .

MEDIUM SHOT. THE TREE, from YURI'S POV, coming gradua.lly
closer as the CAMERA ZOOMS slowly in. On SOUND the PRIEST's
official lamentation begins to dwindle, overiain by a "magical"
singing, a dirge for the tree as it parts with its leaves.

CLOSE UP. YURI. The CAMERA continues its track into BIG CLOSE
UP. The Priest’'s voice is by now entirely taken over by the DIRGE.
For a few moments YURI is lost in the music. Then, with great
suddenness, a harsh grating cuts off the DIRGE and YURI looks quickly -
his fu-st and only moment of horror - at:

CLOSE SHOT The COFFIN LID is dragged into place by TWO SEXTONS,
obscuring his mother's face.

CLOSE UP. YURI watches, rivetted. The SOUND of the lid slipping
into place, a warning grunt followed by loud banging.
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CLOSE SHOT. The TWO SEXTONS both hammer furiously at nails
already lined-up in prepared holes.

CLOSE UP YURI... On SOUND the shocking din stops as abruptly -
as it began Silence for a moment, and then a rising murmur of voices.
He looks round at:

MEDIUM SHOT, The LCCALS press forward, anxious not to miss the
next moment. The MOURNERS express shocked resentment, but they
too are fascinated.

CLOSE SHOT YURI. He locks down.
CLOSE SHOT The COFFIN is disappearing into the grave.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI steps forward to the very edge. He is frowning
with the effort to take in what is being done, but it could be taken for
morbid curiosity and:

CLOSE SHOT. ANNA. A little shocked, or daunted.

MEDIUM SHOT. Ropes are whipped up from the grave by four hefty
PEASANTS who have accomplished the job. The SEXTONS hasten
to shovel earth into it, one of them gently moves YURI back with a
big hand, the better to perform his work.

CLOSE SHOT. The COFFIN lying in the grave, earth and pebbles
thundering and rattling on the wood. -

CLOSE UP. YURI. On SOUND the terrible drumming continues. The
CAMERA moves intos VERY BIG CLOSE UP. His face is clenched
with efforc, intellectual effort of enquiry, not emotional effort of
control. He is trying to come to terms with Death.

CLOSE UP. In grey light, faintly luminous, the perfected face of
YURI'S MOTHER, eyes closed, tranquil, is turned up to the shower of
thundering earth upon the coffin lid above her, as to 2 shower of gentle
rain. T

CLOSE SHOT. The GRAVE. Through a foreground of flying spades
we see that the coffin is almost covered.

BIG CLOSE UP. YURI has made his terms. He looks thoughtful but
not shocked, awed but upright, and is unaware of anything but what he
has just perceived. On SOUND the earth begins to fall softly on earth,
the CAMERA MCVES BACK and we hear the wailing of peasant women..
YURI hears .it, understands it has nothing for him, turns his head a
bit to see:
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CLOSE SHOT. The BIRCH TREE swaying in the wind. On SOUND

the confused noise of wailing, the sobs of a lady, the occasional cough
of a gentleman again succumb to the "magic" dirge. The CAMERA
CRANES UPWARDS through the branches and flying leaves against
processional clouds as YURI cannot possibly see them except in imagin-
ation, and then; SOUND modulating, we follow a shower of leaves out
of the moving cage of twigs to fly in freedom for 2 moment in grey
space and:

CLOSE UP. YURI MUSIC cuts. He is recalled to himself, looks
round startled. '

MEDIUM SHOT. YURI in foreground. ANNA is beckoning him from
the head of the grave Evident! » She has said something to recall

him from what must have been a prolonged trance, for only she,
PRIEST, ALEXANDER and TONYA are now present, and they are Iook-
ing at him curiously. The grave is piled with wreaths. The
MOURNERS are making their way with discreet relief along the path

to the monastery which abutts onto the graveyard. Lights are appearing
in the windows there.

YURI understands that they are waiting for him to place his small
nosegay. He walks forward to do so. He stops. :

CLOSE SHOT. His small footsteps in the earth. _
CLOSE UP. YURL He looks up at the adults to see how bad this is.

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER and ANNA. ANNA looks upset but
ALEXANDER gives him a faint enceouraging smile,

CLOSE SEOT YURI places his nosegay among the wreaths ANNA
enters picture, takes his hand, smiling at him, perhaps a little
hesitantly, and leads him off into LONG SEOT where they join ALEX-
ANDER and TONYA. A little flurry of SNOW drifts across the picture.
ALEXANDER looks up at the sky. They follow the PRIEST down the
path to the monastery,

CcuT
INTERIOR MONASTERY CELL STUDIO NIGHT .

BIG CLOSE UP. TONYA, standing at the end of a bed, is staring
with great solemnity at: -

CLOSE UP. YURI sitting up in bed. A hand is held over his head and
the boy is looking seriously upwards at the owner:
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121 CLOSE UP. The PRIEST, from YURI'S POV, his eyes shut and
lips moving in silent prayer,

122/ MEDIUM SHOT. They are in a little lamp-lit white-washed cell.

125 The few articles of furniture are of plain white wood. There is a _
crucifix on the wall. A small domed trunk stands on the floor beneath
the window. His pFayer concluded, the PRIEST makes the sign of
the Cross over the child, opens his eves, and smiles down with
professional benevolence. YURI continues to examine him. The
PRIEST looks rather uncertainly at. ANNA who looks uncertainly back
at him. The PRIEST clears his throat.

PRIEST -
You and your husband will dine with us Madame Gromeko,

ANNA
Thank you, Father.

The PRIEST goes, watched carefully by YURI. The watchfulness
of his keen little face hasn't altered. And ANNA is a little nervous
of him. i

Will you lie down then, Yuri?

He looks at her and obediently lies back, still looking at her.
Nervously tucking him in she says:

Your mummy and I were great, great friends you know.

This very decent lady is excusing herself for taking to herself the
mother's part; but this dreadfully self-contained child continues
simply to look at her.

Sonow ... we ... are going to look after you,

YURI
Thank you.

With startling suddenness the child half rises, looking fiercely off
and saying very coldly:

That's Mother*s.

ALEXANDER stands in the doorway, holding a fine balalaika, He
is stopped short by the child's intensity but comes and places the
instrument on the bed (the child sitting up to receive it) saying quietly:

ALEXANDER
It's yours, now.
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122/ Continued
125

Ty —me——— T
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YURI doesn't touch it but looks down at it. His tone is deadpan. -

YURI

Mine?

ANNA

Yes. Mummy ... left it to you.
YURI

In her will.

His face is still turned down from them, his tone expresses nothing
of whatever he is feeling, the phrase is dbviously from some adult
conversation he has overheard; he is probing for information. And
evidently there is some awkwartness in this region. The GROMEKQOCS
exchange 2 wary glance. ALEXANDER says gently and seriously,
inexpertly avuncular: :

ALEXANDER
Do you know what a Will is, old chap?

YURI
Money.

He looks straight up at them as he makes this unconscious indictment
of adult values. ANNA is a bit thrown.

ANNA
Well no, Yuri, just this. Your Daddy ... has all the money.

Looking down again his face hidden, he runs his fingers clumsily over
the strings. Brightly: '

Can you play it?
He shakes his. head.

ALEXANDER (Robust)
I thought all the people in this part of the world could play
the balalaika.

YURI (Looks at him, palely:)
You don't live here do you?

ANNA (Gently)
‘No Yuri; we live in Moscow; that's a long way from here.

(Bright again:) But you'll like Moscow. (To her husband)
WAn't ha? '
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122/ Continued

125

126

ALEXANDER (Quietly, looking at the boy)

After a bit. Takes time to get used to things, doesn't it
old man?

YURI looks at him. Then down at the instrument, But evidently

he has registered the gentle respect of ALEXANDER's tone, for he
vouchsafes:

YURI
Mother could play it.

He takes his hands from it, signalizing that he has finished with it.
ALEXANDER takes it, ANNA rises, saying seriously:

ANNA

Oh. Well, your mother was an Artist, Yuri: Your mother
had a Gift.

We understand from her intonation that "Art" and "Gift" are taken
seriously in the Gromeko household. ALEXANDER placing the
balalaika on the table for the child to see (¥ the child looks steadily
at them, not it) says cheerfully: .

ALEXANDER

Perhaps Yuri's got a gift. (To YURI) Would you like
lessons?

YURI
I can't play it.

The GROMEKOS looks at him from the doorway, quite daunted.

ANNA ("Brightly™) ‘
Well. Say goodnight to Yuri, Tonya.

TONYA goes to him.

CLOSE SHOT, YURI and TONYA. Gravely they kiss cheeks; she

with shy tenderness, he with cold courtesy. On SOUND, ANNA,
gently:

(SOUND)
He's your brother now...

TONYA leaves him. He settles back. On SOUND.
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126 Continued

127

128
128

130

131

132

ANNA (SOUND, rather hopelessly:)
Goodnight, Yuri. .

ALEXANDER (SOUND, sympathetically robust)
Goodnight, old chap. © .

YURI (inexpressively)
Goodnight.

On SOUND. the door closes. YURI turns his head to look a.t':

CLOSE SHOT. The BALALAIKA, a magnificent thing of polished
wood and mother of pearl, On SOUND we hear it "play" softly.

CLOSE UP. 'YURIas before. On SOUND the balalaika stronger.

CLOSE UP. The BALALAIKA, on SOUND the music full, a virtuoso
at the strings.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI frowns, gets from bed, cutting off the music.
He kneels, eyes firmly closed, hands correctly together and:

YURI

Dear God and my Eoly Guardian Angel, keep me in the

path of truth ... And please tell Mother not to worry.
Please tell her that I like the Gromekos very much. ..
Please don't let her worry. For our Saviour's sake. Amen

He nips back into bed and burrows shivering beneath the coverings
A terrible howling and clattering wells up on SOUND as:

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR GRAVEYARD LOCATION WINTER DAY FOR NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT Surrounded by clanking and 'vibra.tihg metal headstones
the mother's grave is being swept by 2 blizzard. The quivering wreaths
are being torn from the grave. YURI's little nosegay has gone,

INTERICR MONASTERY CELL STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. The CAMERA is shooting through the partially snowed-
up window into YURI's cell. The wind is banging a branch of old

creeper against the glass as if to attract the boy's attention. YURI
turns over in bed. ‘
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LIEDZRI0OR GuAVZYALD LT ATTON soulz? DAY PCR NIcE:
TAST orTar Mlm  amn e ; . wvnr & e . PR
133 CLOSE 3HIY. The grave. & lzrze round wrestn, its
= gy A qee sy e . LT : 4 -
lavrels clogged with smow, Lowls tipsilry away axd
a9 -
falls over.

134 CLCC=Z 3EOT, TZThrough
towards us, He
wirndow and opres
open-eyed but horrifi

he window we see¢ YURI coming

o Tunk bexeath thz
face ecgzminst the ccld glass
ed. ' ,

IGTERIOR HUT 3TUDIO DAY

135 CLOSE UP. THEE GIRL, lost in thought, sesms 4o e
' staring back at him with sympathetic understanding,
the moan of the blizzard fading to silence,

136 uZPIUN SHCT, YEVGAAF, standirg now, sceing her
expression smiles a little, says as though to com-
fort her: '

YEVGRAF

I don’t kmow that he migsed his
mother. I don’+t think ehildren
thzat age G0, . - .

- But she replies very seriously, and rather as theousz:
in defence of YURI:

-4 l:]
i
("]

.
w
(g

£% which YZVGRAT is serious in {urn. Seys elmost

diffzrent. You .werc =
S

ehild of the Rewvoluticn. You had
notrning. Mo wzd, she (romelros. -
(Dry) Good liberal mourgooicz,

- L4 L I - 4 - "t~ - - h ., -
HBe is spezking ouwickly, razther oidtterly but now
tranzlating Zor her with a foint serdonic zmile:
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136 Continved

YZUGRAF (Cont)
Good people, Wi surned away from
‘anytping'unpleasa;t. You know?

TES GIRL
T ¥novw.

She aye it calmly, almost in reproof of Lis
sgr . .sm. oSvidently her tolerance extends further
then his; perkars zshe has sone sympatay with LEOPLE
who turn sway Iroz things unpicasent. Then, strucl
by a shought: .

“hat gboutl his father?

137 CLOSE SulT. TTVGRAT. There is a chort silence
: pefore he answers.

YEVGRATF

Ity father 300. By a2 &iffcrent
mother. My nother was 2 pezasant.
You can see that ... He was @ zro-
duct of his class and time, &
ss1fish, dissipszied, micereble man,
He comiitted suicide by sunping
from a trair ... 1 Gon’t know where
or when.

EXTTRIOR GROIERD CCUVITRY HOUIE TOCATION SWIZIER
-

138 [IoSTTI SHOT.  Low angle. A grzss bank with sky
pehird it. CSomsone climbs into view and gtands
on it, lookxing over she open country at soncthing
I+ is the boy YTRI now eightecn months older.

ETERION RAZLUAL ToCATIOH 3STEER DAY
139 ETTRoL Lo SHOT. . *mat e Secs. A gently
lzndsceRe Tn +he distarce &

unoud.ating summer lends .
PRI stands staticunery in tke middle of nowaers,
a needle of white zvex= ascending from the

locomotive.
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SYTSEICR GROITIC COUNTRY HOUSE  LOCATICE SULLER
AY
ToITLD SHOT, YTRI in ;cregro"' Yo now Ss& thit

une bzxic on which he stznds forns tk: toundary of
servi nE tea.

- - Vwran - - - h i vl m
g weil-keot lavm oo whi n ANIA ziands
gT "!‘7' v

The %zble is clegoat al Iresco. ALLTANDER and
CTONYL eit there. A cluzsy lookzng HCJIK weits.

-1

We glznpse their modsst ani char=ing houss.,

YOI
The Trans-Siberian has stopped.

NN (Following his geze)
S6 it has.

She isn’t really interested, but we see that she
hes fzllen under YURI's swey; whatever he says
will inte rcgt acr. Pouring nilk into ALEXAITISR

coflce:

CORTINULD O PalG 24
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Continued

AZNA (Cont) .
Liow very odd, Alexev; the Trans-Siberian has
stosped,

CLCSE SROT, amma sits next to ~LEXANDER, who reading

2 newspaper, declines tc¢ be interested,

ALEXA DLk
That isn's odd, that’s-typical. They've
rrctably let the fire out,

TOLYA, arinking milk, a rilk-moustache on her upper
lip, giggles. ner father smilas at her,

Hy only audience,

These two are VeTy close. ANNA smiles a matchmaking
smile at her daughter, says:

ANNA
Yuri, cone and drink your Rilk.

CLOSE &:0T. YURI, rather reluctantly, roves,
EXTERIOR RAILwAY LOCATION SUMMER DAY

HEDIUN LOMG ShGT. 1In level suomer fields where cows
£raze, stands the train, The locometive sends up its
pillar of steug with a steady sigh like Sleer., Al}
alene the train, on the erbankwent, and looking fron
rear windows, the PASSEXGERS look 2ll in e¢ne direction,‘
to the regr, “ostly they are roer folk but there is a
good s rinkling of the wealthy, sharply differentiated
from the Poor. Exnressions varyv fror wincing disgust
to gawping'curiosity. They are locking towards:

A little flag wagson behing the train, a curious
vehicle with levers on it, It is surrounded at g
Tespectful distance by curious PASSEXNGERS, Behind it
stand two RAILVAYMEN, 3efore it stands & rustic
OFFICIAL, %e flips shut a rotebook in which he is
writing, nods to RAILKAYME:;, They Stoop for semething
which fas Leep hidden by the wageon, seize it, lift it
and: :

CLOsE: SieT: uuwr a dead #an's body on the waggon, face
down, JIts Clothes are 4ood but now torn and dirtied,
The onlookars flinen apg UTmur but fall silent znd
still as:
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145 Continueg

Soreone only visible from the wzist down comes on
. frame and wounts the W2{5en.  Fine shinv shoes, neat
biaca trousers.

Vitlcokers lool un with reluctant resprect at:

146/ X0 AROVED) STanding con the warcon., A scovling rower-

150 {ul face, quick intellivent eves. ris waistcoat re-
veais a fiuwe linen shirt; he mors his neck savagely
with a white ianakerchisf, A meat-eater, a clucman,
he has fallen unconsciously into the attitude of a
conqueror over the cerpse wiich he utterly ignores,
e also igrores the incipient disaprobation of tae
onlookers., e clicks his fingers sharply; assisted
by one of the RAIL“AYMNLH a massive red bulldog joins
him on the wagren, ' .

A hoet from the lscomotive. GUARD blows whistle,
PASSLNGLRS hurry cff, watched conterptuously by
KCHMAROVSKY,

EXTERIOR GROMEKO COUNTRY FQUSE LOCATIOr  SU:RER
, DAY

b

151 YURI as tefore, now with 2 wilk moustache like TONYA'S
and holding a half enoty glass, looks off at:

EXTERIGR RAILYAY LOCATION SUMMER DAY

152 EXTREME LONG SHOT. fis POV, The train moving, we sce
& jet of stear {rom its whistle,

EXTERIOR GROIZLG COUNTRY HOUSE LOCATION  SUMNER
DAY

153 C;CSE SHGT., YURI. The sound c¢f the whistle reaches
NIL across the distance.

EXTERIOR RAILEAY  LOCATIOL  SUiER DAY
154/ CLOSE TRACALLG SLOT. On the trolley,

i57
KCHAROVSKY :
$iis name was - Zhivago!
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155/ Continued
157 )

Travelline vwith hir ¢n the wacson, we see the
train recede., The RAILGAY LW Tise and fali
Tythrically zs thay werk the pumr, which ras a
little squeal in il. The cernsc has heen roughly
covered with u ceat, KOUVAROYILY sits on 2 case,
CFFICIAL Cn anotier, SCLARCYELY Leeps his temper

with difficuley,

GFFICIAL :
thii-vang ., dear, dear. And he hurried
off tu neet his #zler at -

iie lugs cur a clurisy gunmetal watc:r,

ROARCVSKY

fe may have hurried off to meet nis *jaker
or he way lave falien out - I tell ycu he
was drunlk! )

OFFICIAL (Uneasy)
£eée ... 1 sce .., (But ke coesn't write}

KCHARCVSYY
Then put it down!

OFFICIAL
Your asnour understands, I have to ...
(t:e waves Lis boock helzliessly) The gentleman

wWas travelling First Class.,

ROAKOVSRY rulls Rimself tegetler, From being
Gxasperated his manner beceres curtly authoritative.

KOAROVEXRY '

Z know 211 aheut yeur cuties, my man. I an
a lawyer. iy nane (Producing a’card) is -
iormarovsiy. '

158 . CLOSE SROT the c2rd, printed ia Russian.
INTERIOR RUT  2TUDIC DAY

159 CLCSL 5.0T. Tie ZIRL. She looks Startled, even
hostile, -

THE GIRL
Konarovshy ,,.? My father?
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CLGS: UFP, YEVGRAF. Leeking at her

YLVGRAF (A pause; Tlztly)-
A man, called rorarcvsky,

EXTZRIOR RAILYAY  LOCATION DAY -
CLCSE 307 The card, ideutical, On SCUND.
ROLARCVIRY . (S0UND)

You may inow or ne.

MEDIUM SECT TRACKING. The waggon noving down the
line,

QFFICIAL (Oh:sequious now)

Oh y=2s, Your hxcellencyh I - (¥riting and
nodaing} Yeur Excellency was travelling
with him,

KCMARUVELY (iping his neck sgain)
I was travelling with hin.

CFFICIAL
In what capacity, Your Excellency?

ROFAROVIRY lcoks tnoughtful, cautious, then:

ROUAROVERY

pusiness associate,

+

OFFICIAL glances at hiu.

OFFICI:iL

And he was definitely drunk,. )
KCHARDVLRY

Le'd beern drurk for a year. Get-cut you
brute!

He ajis a kick at the dog wiich is spiffling at the
cornse so that cae of its arns has sligped from beneath
the coant and iz new cangling stiffly frox the side of
thk2 wacgon, '

OFFICIAL .
Dear, dear. Nnew, the centlesian's next-of-
kin.

KCMAROVIKY .
Wife: dead. Children: ... any nurnper,

o - " One
legitinate. God knovs where lhe is
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(Revised 18.2.65)

Centinued

Tne waggen drzws away frcr us, the dead ran's arm

waggine gently,

CU1
EXTERTCR GRUO 'y CC J‘ﬁRi HOUSE, LOCATION DAY

MEDIU: SHCT. YURI as before, rlass now empty,
hhtcnln" tranced:

EXTREME LO#G SHOT. His PCY. The wagien crawls
pectle~like along the track ¢f the embankment.

YURI turns idly away, to find the GRCYERO FAMILY
regarding his witn affectionzte amusesent. He
blinks and smiles. They laugh.

DISSOLVE. YLVGRAF on SQUND OVER:

YEVGRAF (S0OUND)
The Gronekos dian't know what to make
of hinm.

HOSPIT}L LECTURE'RGOH STUDIC WwWINTER=-SNOK DAY
1}

MISCRCSCCPE 3u0T. The screen is filled with a

luminous pattern which shifts 2nd pulses like the

rlay ef light in some magical jungle.

YEVGRAF (SOUnD)

he made his reputatior as 2 pcoet while
he was studying to razke himself a doctor.
e s2id pcetry was 2 vocatien - what he
vanteéd was a job. ‘

CLOSE UP. YURI, now in his ezarly twenties, is
bent over a micrecscope.

He lifts his head from the n1crc=copc. tle looks
alistracted anc pleased. on SOUMND:

~EDICAL PROFESSCR (Dryly)
Pretty?

YURI
Very.

CONTINGL SCExL 172, PAGE 3L, AS Is.
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171 Continued

YEVGRAT (SOUND)
By the time he was twenty he made himself a reputation as
a poet. But he said that poetry was no more a vocation

than good eye-sight.

YURI lifts his head from the microscope. He looks abstracted and
pleased. On SOUND: '

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Dryly)
Pretty? .

’ . YURI
Very.

172 MEDIUM SHOT. We now see that YURI is in the lecture room of
" a hospital with large windows over-looking 2 view of Moscow in its
covering of winter snow. The class is breaking up, the STUDENTS
leaving noisily. YURI has his coat on. The MEDICAL PROFESSOR
has taken off his white coat, puts his eye to the jinstrument. Looks
for a moment. Then growls as at a respected enemy.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Ugh ... It's no right to be pretty.

YURI laughs, at ease, a favourite. MEDICAL PROFESSOR straightens.
_’ What will you do, next year, Zhivago?

1 thought of doing General Practice.

. MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Well think of doing Pure Research. It's exciting. Important.
'Can be - (A quick sardonic grin) - beautiful.

' YURI
' General Practice.

| MEDICAL PROFESSOR puts his hat on rather rakishly, handsome
old cynic. ' :

. MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Life ... He wants to see Life .., Well you'll find that pretty
creatures - _

He deiily removes the microscope slide with its tiny drop of bacilli.
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172 Continued

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Cont)
- do ugly things; to people.

173 EXTREME CLOSE SHOT. He drops it into a jar of alcohol. The
drop of coloured matter smokes and evaporates.

EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET WINTER - SNOW DAY

174 MEDIUM SHOT. A TRAM, hissing and grinding, lurches into motion.
It passes away from us along the busy street.

175 CLOSE TEACKING SHOT. YUEI, with his cap on now, walking along
the pavement. He looks ahead and sees:

176 MEDIUM SHOT TEACKING. YUEI'S POV, the tram moving away
~ slowly but accelerating. .

177 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI quickens his pace, not yet decided,
but drawn by the tram. : '

178 MEDIUM SHOT TRACKING. YURI'S POV. The tram accelerating.

179 CLOSE SHOT. YURI breaks into a run. The CAMERA PANS with
him into LONG SHOT as he snatches off his cap and sprints after the
tram. : '

180 CLOSE SHOT The CAMERA is on the tram, the CONDUCTOR in
foreground, YURI gaining on the tram in the background. He jumps
aboard, breathless.

CONDUCTOE.
You shouldn't do it, sir; "you shouldn't do it.

YURI grins at him a bit sheepishly, passes in.
There are lots of other trams.

181 CLOSE SHOT. LAFA, seventeen years old and in school-girl's
uniform, but recognisably the Lara of the photograph. Beside her is
the only vacant place, her satchel on it. She is looking out of the window
as YURI approaches up the tram behind her, puffed from his run. As
he is about to reach her the man in the gangway seat immediately behind
her rises, pushes past YUEI and goes. YURI sinks gratefully into his
seat, glances vacantly at the back of her head, setties down locking
straight ahead. LAFRA turns slowly from the window, looks ahead too.
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-181

192

193

194

195
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CLOSE SHOT. The tram's pick-up slides hissing along the wire. A
crackle and spark as it passes a joint.

CLOSE SHOT, YURI and LARA, swaying gently to the motion of the .
tram, both looking ahead.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT, As if from low in front of the tram we
see the rails gliding towards us.

CLOSE SHOT. YUEI and LAFA. YURI turns his head and looks
out of the window. LAFA idly turns her head to look out again so
they are both in profile, both seeing: §

MEDIUM SHOT. YUEI and LARA'S POV. The anonymous crowds
going about their business. :

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA. He turns and looks out of the window
on the far side, so they are now both looking away from each other.
LAFA turns to collect her things.

CLOSE TRACFING SHOT. (From the front of the tram) Points
approaching.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. LARA rises and slings her satchel. Now
surely he must notice her. But exactly as she passes, the WOMAN |
in the window seat next to YURI, attracts his attention. She wants to
get out. YURI rises for her. She gets up and goes, obscuring LARA.
The tram lurches over the points.

CLOSE SHOT. The pick-up negotiates the jointed cable sending down
a little shower of sparks. : :

CLOSE SHOT. YUFI sits down in the window seat as the tram begins
to slow. | '

1,OSE SHOT. LARA alights while the tram is still moving.

CLOSE SHOT. CONDUCTOR shaking his head with disapproval,
gives two rings on his bell. _
MEDIUM SHOT As the tram re-gathers speed, bearing YUKI away,
LAF.A crosses the street diagonally towards 2 side turning,.

CLOSE TRACYING SHOT, LAFA. We follow her fora few paces.
She makes a sharp turn and the CAMERA PANS with her into LONG
SHOT as she goes away irom usdown tr}e side turning leading to a
poorer district. ’
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CLOSE SHOT. YURI jumps off the still-moving tram.

" INTEFIOR-EXTERIOR GROMEKO LIBRAFY AND STREET DAY

197

198

199

200/
202

WINTEER~-SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the Gromeko town-house library (books from
floor to ceiling) ANNA looks out of the window down the street. The

‘tram goes off round a corner as YUFI walks quickly towards the

house. ANNA watches him for 2 moment, then picks up from the
desk before her:

CLOSE SHOT. A LETTER with a French stamp.

MEDIUM SHOT. Outside, the CAMERA PANS with YUFEI as he
crosses the pavement, mounts the steps, opens the door.

MEDIUM SHOT. YUFI is met by ANNA in the hall. He takes off
his cap. .

,

YURI
Hello, Aunty.

And mounts the stairs. She says:

ANNA
There's a letter for you.

He turns on the stairs.

YURI
Oh?

ANNA
From Paris.

YURI
Oh.

~ He descends smiling, takes the letter. Rather shyly:

Lovely writing.

ANNA ol

Lovely. She's coming home next month,
YURI

Tonya - ?

ANNA nods, with a sly smile. He opens the letter,
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Continued

YURI (Cont)
Oh that's good .eo

EXTEFIOF GROMEKO STREET (POOR QUARTEE) DAY
WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA walking towards us through a poor district.
The CAMERA PANS with her as she turns a corner into a near -slum.
She is familiar with it and its people, the old and uncared-for, the
grim-looking young, the dirty cheerful children. A factory siren is
blowing at the end of the street towards which she is walking and
FACTOFY HANDS are beginning to pour into the street. They are
dirty and exhausted, poorly clad, heavy footed, they do not talk.

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA Antipov is distributing leaflets among them.
He is a tall young man of twenty-two with 2 bony face, thin lips, fine
eyes, pale, wearing spectacles, clad in a long threadbare coat and
shabby student's cap. The FACTOE.Y HANDS respect him. Those
who refuse his leaflets do so with a hurried shake of the head or are
shame-faced, those who accept them do so proudly or with a quick
hopeful glance at him from tired, resentful eyes. Suddenly a hefty
PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN and UNIFORMED POLICEMAN are on either
side of him. He does not flinch, was expecting it.

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN
What's your name?

PASHEA
Pasha Antipov.

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN .
Address? '

PASHA
15 Tigerzin.

POLICEMAN takes this down; PASHA watching.

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN
I'1l have these.

He has whipped away the leaflets from PASHA's hand.

PASHA (Angry)
/e have permission from the Chief of Police.
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204/ Continued

206

207

208

208

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN f .

Yes? Well, you claim them at the Station.
PASHA
When?

MAN (Softly)
Now. If you like.

POLICEMAN is 2 brutal looking creature, PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN
a degree more sinister since more intelligent. PASHA's eyes blaze
coldly. He says primly: . ‘

PASHA
Very well.

He is ready to go, but on SOUND:

LARA (SOUND; sharp, alarmed)
Pasha! C

Al three turn, PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN looks at LAPA, a helpless
but nighly respectable figure. He rubs his chin, looks speculatively
back at PASHA, trying to connect them.

(Quickly) Ee's my brother.

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN _
Well take him home then, miss., Before he gets into trouble.

PASHA and LARA go. PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN watches:

MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA and LARA's backs, retreating into the sea
of oncoming faces. -

CLOSE SHOT. PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN and POLICEMAN get hostile
glances from FACTORY HANDS as they pass. PLAIN-CLOTHES
MAN measure them with a cold eye, turns slowly, thrusting the bundle
of leaflets into his coat pocket.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT Following on the backs of LARA and
PASHA. PASHA draws a identical bundle of leaflets from his coat
pocket. Soberly, as they walk, he hands one to one of the oncoming
FACTORY HANDS, This river of faces flows past us during:

LARA (Trightened)
Pasha, please!
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PASHA (Hesitates, then:)
It's got to be done.

He hands another. LAP.A is a bit in awe of him. Protesting, but
timidiy:

LARA o CE
Pasha, why has it got to be done?

PASHA
For them. For the Revolution.

CLOSE TEACKING SHOT REVERSE on LARA and PASHA, the river
of approaching faces now a river of receding weary backs. FACTORY
HAND gets a leaflet, hears the phrase, looks back alarmed.

LARA '
Pasha, they don't want the revolution.

PASHA .
Yes they do. They don't know it yet, but that's what they

want.

A serious-looking FACTOEY HAND runs up, much older than PASHA
but addresses him as an equal:’ .

FACTORY BEAND
Give me some of those, Comrade.

Without a word PASHA gives him half the leaflets. . He falls back and
we see him busy distributing as the CAMERA PANS with LAFA and
PASHA who turn into 2 quieter street, still of the same character but
without the FACTORY HANDS.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. DPASHA and LARA. She looks quickly to
see they are not overheard, and very quietly:

LAFA

Pasha, are you a - Bolshevik?

PASHA .
No. The Bolsheviks don't like me. And I don't like them.
They don't know right from wrong.

He looks severe. LAFA glances at him, giggles, eyes alight:
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" LARA
Pasha Antipov, you're an awful prig.

His face goes stiff with misery. Crestfallen she slips her arm through
his. At once he locks abysmally happy. Awkwardly flirtatious:

PASHA '
Vhy did you tell him I was your brother?

LAERA
What else could I tell him?

PASHA
You could have told him I was your - (The "sprightly” tone
deserts him altogether) - fiance. '

 She withdraws her arm, delicately. Says pleadingly:

- TAFA
Don't be silly, Pasha ... I'm - (Breaks off hearing dog

bark on SOUND).

MEDIUM SHOT Their POV. A sleigh stands outside the doorway
of a flat-faced building. On the passenger seat sits a young BLACK
BULLDOG.

MEDIUM SHOT Carriage in foreground. PASHA and LAFA walk
towards the carriage. As they reach the doorway LARA pronounces:

LARA _
Monsieur Komarovsky has come to see my mother on business.

CLOSE SHOT., PASHA and LARA by the door. PASHA nods, looking
unhappily at his feet. LARA locks round muttering:

LARA :
People ... gossip ... round here.

PASHA (Earnestly)
* t's the system Lara. People will be different after the

. Revolution.

She gives him a shy smile of gratitude, and purely out of 'gratitude,
‘takes a leaflet. He lights up:

Will you come?

-
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LARA (Gently)

No, Pasha. - {(And as he looks crestfallen) I've got
exams to take Pasha! I've got to get a scholarship ... !

She goes into the dark doorway. He turns away sadly, but adjusts
his spectacles, squares his narrow shoulders, sets off on his appointed
task in the direction from which they came.

INTEEIOR LARA'S HALLWAY LOCATICN DAY WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT LAFA mounts a flight of bare board stairs leading
up out of a hallway of small commercial offices. She turns into:

INTERIOR DFESSMAKING ESTABLISEMENT STUDIO | DAY
WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT A corridor. LARA enters picture and walks towards
a distinctive door at the end with a panel of patterned glass with
lettering on it. .

MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. On the other side of the dcor is AMELIA's
little fitting room. Old-fashioned fashion plates, demode dummies,
chipped gilt furniture. AMELIA, fortyish, frilled, still pretty, is
demurely listening to a sharp-eyed GENTLEWOMAN: '

GENTLEWOMAN ("Roguish™:)
And such a2 handsome figureof a m ~

She breaks off as LARA enters behind them. AMELIA affects to fuss
with her customer's street dress.

LARA '
Good evening Maman. (A little curtsey to GENTLEWOMAN)
Madame... ‘

GENTLEWOMAN (Gracious)
Larissa.

AMELIA
You can work in there dear, Monsieur Komarovsky's here.

LAEA
Yes Maman.

The CAMERA PANS off AMELIA and the GENTLEVOMAN and TRACKS
behind LARA as she passes through into the workroom, a bigger place,
with sewing machines, bolts of cloth, tailor's shapes, ‘covered with
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sheets at the end of the day. Here are three or four SEAMSTRESSES
getting into their street clothes, heads together, gossiping viciously.
They come apart as LARA enters and watch her covertly as she walks
through, head high, into:

MEDIUM SHOT. AMELIA's little living room. Pathetic imitation
of Parisian chic. But a cosy little love-nest for KOMAFOVSKY,
very much at ease on 2 satin sofa. Older now, but still handsome,
radiating animal energy. He hardly deigns to notice LARA, turning
the page of his newspaper.

KOMAFEOVSEKY
Good evening, Larissa.

LARA (Quieily, respectfully)
Good evening, Monsieur.

She hangs her hat and ¢oat, takes her satchel out into the workroom.
CLOSE SHOT. The glass-panelled door of the fittihg-room. The
SEAMSTRESSES hurry off into the passage. AMELIA holds the door
open for GENTLEWOMAN who is unwilling to go.

GENTLEWOMAN
- He advises some very Important People.

AMELIA
Yes I know.

GENTLEWOMAN
1 believe he has Government connections.

AMELIA
I don't know, I'm sure.

GENTLEVOMAN
- Isn't he very expensive?

AMELIA answers her gimlet-eyed impertinence with a rather touching
dignity. ‘

AMELIA
Monsieur Komarosky advises me, f{rom kindness, Baroness.
He was a friend of my late husband’s.

GENTLEWOMAN
Ohlsee...
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Centinued

She foes, conveving that she cdoesn't believe 2 word
of it. AYELIA locks tihe decr aiter her, and takes
the key. She adjusts her hair.

D1SSCLVE
1:TERIOR DRLSSVAKILWG LSTASLISIMENT STUDIO  KWICKT

NINTER

CLOSE SHCT. LARA works at her sclool-bocks in the
workzhop. Nisht has f£allen, On NUND distant shunting
noises fror = marsiaallins yard and tie scft hiss of 2
sas lare purnins cn the wall. Sehind her the docr to

‘the livinr quarters is shut, It orens. KUY ARCY SKY -

coL.es out, carrrins kat and coat, saying scftly:

S0 AROVERY . .
Tuesday if I cam, £y dear. Goodnight.

LARA has risen automatically to g2t the frcat deor

keys where they hang on a heok. KOwAKOVELY is glancing
with idle natrcnage at her schcelwork, tut suddenly ais
face chanyes:

Mow whcre ¢id you get this?

LARA :
A friend gave it to me, !onsicur Komarovsky.

he grunts, indicatas with a2 wave of his hat that she

is to loag off. The CAYLIA PANS as LARA lesas the way,
then TRACKS behind them zs thev walk throu.a the vork-
shcp towards the fitting roor,

KOMAROVSRY
You're not to sc te this ‘rezceful
‘demenstration' Lzra.

LARA
w0, nensicur.

KOI'AROVSKY
1t may not be as peaceful as they taink.
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She turns her head to him, alarmed but, waving her on: -

KOMAROVSKY (Cont) - :
That's all I have to say. Tell your friend she's a silly
¢creature.

LAFA
Yes, Monsieur.

They enter the fitting room. CAMERA comes to a halt in LONG SHOT
as they walk through.

222 CLOSE SHOT As LARA reaches the glass-panelled door:

KOMAROVKSY (Amusedly)
How old are you now?

LAERA
Seventeen, Monsieur.

She has turned to hi'm, slightly surprised by the change of subject.

KOMAROVSKY -
Hmp!

Be reaches out and flips from one of the dummies a length of floating
veil. Expertly off-hand - an experienced man much interested by
women - he swathes her head in it. She suffers him to do it, looking
at him with trustful -curiosity.

993 CLOSE UP. KOMAFOVKSY's quizzical smile fades. His masterful,
. amused and patronizing pose is swept away, he is utterly unselfconsciou:
as he takes in:

9294 CLOSE UP. LAFA's face framed softly in the soft mate rial is the face
of a2 beautiful young woman. Her expression is serious, like that of
a young communicant

295 CLOSE UP. KOMAROVSKY as before. A little fire begins to burn
behind his eyes but self-awareness returns first not to him but to: -

295A CLOSE UP. LARA. Gently, defensively, she pulls the veiling from
her head, lLier eyes still gravely, submissively questioning.

2958 CLOSE SEOT KOMAROVSKY and LAFA. With a short, agreeable,
rather rueful laugh, he turns abruptly and goes through the door.
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926 CLOSE UP. LAEA watching him. On SOUND the door bangs shut;
the distant clink-clonk-clonk of shunting waggons.

227 MEDIUM SHOT. From LAEA'S POV the blurred figure of
- KOMAROVSKY receding through the distorting glass.

228 BIG CLOSE UP. LARA, her expression deeply thoughtful. On
SOUND the high~pitched impatient toot-toot-toot of a shunting engine
and the receding footsteps of KOMAROVSKY. ,

DISSOLVE |
EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET  NIGHT  WINTER-SNOW

229 CLOSE SHOT Hundreds of feet, ill-shod, tramping through grey
churned snow. (Starting very close, to provide loud sound effect
over LARA's face at beginning of DISSOLVE and zooming back to
waist height. )

230 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. PASHA marches stiffly at the head of
the procession flanked by other LEADERS, poorly clad straight-faced
intellectuals.

231 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A group of grey-looking FACTORY
WORKERS, heads down and serious.

232 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A POLICEMAN walking on foot beside
the WORKERS.

233 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A poorly dressed CHILD, holding its
mother's hand, among the marching legs.

234 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Red banners with Russian lettering.

235 LONG SHOT. The procession. HOUSEHOLDERS come out on their
balconies, faces peer from windows in well-lit rooms.

236 CLOSE SHOT. YURI is on the balcony outside the library. He is
joined by ANNA, a rug around her shoulders,

237 LONG SHOT. Their POV. The procession advancing up the street
towards them.

238 CLOSE SHCT. YURI and ANNA. She deciphers the slogans:

ANNA
"Brotherhood and Freedom™! Yuri - what splendid words.
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o :
239 MEDIUM SHOT. The Banners as they wobble past. On SOUND:

ANNA (Cont)
"Justice, Equality, and Bread!”

240 CLOSE SHOT YURI and ANNA.
. Splendid - (A coughing fit) - primitive, words.

ALEXANDER {(SOUND. From within, angry)
Anna!

ANNA (Puzzled, disappointed)
Don't you think they're splendid?

YURI
Yes I do.

241 CLOSE SHOT. Another banner wobbles by.

ANNA (SOUND)
Brotherhood and Freedom.

242 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and ANNA are joined by ALEXANDER.
ALEXANDER

Brotherhood and Fiddlesticks - (Taking her hand) - You re

frozen through. (Leading her into the 11bra.ry) You've
no right Annushka, it isn't fair .

243 LONG SHCT. The procession wheeling off round a2 corner of the

street.
INTERIOR GROME KO LIBRARY STUDIO NIGHT

244 WMEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER sits ANNA in a chair as YURI enters

from balcony and shuts windows.

ANNA
Am I very ill then littie husband?

ALEXANDER looks shifty. He turns his back to fiddle needlessly

with the fire. With simulated irritability:

ALEXANDER
I don't know how ill you are ..

She smiles at his back lovingly, turns to YURL
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ANNA

. It's impressive, isn't it?

YURI (Thoughtful) :
Yes it is ... I wonder why the Police have allowed it.

ALEXANDER (Genuinely irritated now)
I don't know why you advanced people make such villains
of the Police. They're there to maintain law and order.

ANNA
They're there to maintain you in comfort!

ALEXANDER
Well I like comiort.

ANNA
Oh! Oh! Professor Alexander Gromeko is - (Coughs)
- is = .

- She coughs prolongedly. They are alarmed. She waves them away,

coughing. ALEXANDER goes:

ANNA (After him)
- is 3 peasant!

She lies back, white, eyes shut.

245/ CLOSE SECT. YURI and ANNA. FHe quietly takes her pulse.
(This has happened many times before.) A pause.

247

4

ANNA
What's the matter with me, Yuri?

YURI (Hesitates, then gently, definitely)
You know.

ANNA (Opens eyes)

Yes. Clever boy ... (Breathing is difficult) "Tonya coming
home tomorrow. (No response from YURI) Hope they
haven't spoiled her at that silly school.

YURI :
Shouldn't think so.

ANNA
Lovely girl, Tonya.
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247

248

249

250

251

YURI
Lovely.

ANNA
1f I give you a wish, what will you wish?

YURI
I don't want a wish.

. ANNA
I give you a wish. Wish!

YURI (Making light of it)

I wish .. (His eyes wander) I wish I could play the
balalaika. . . '

ANNA (Pushes his hand away, angrily)
"Can't play balalaika! Too clumsy! ... Not like mother ..."

YURI (Rising)
No.

CLOSE SEOT ALEXANDER stands at the door holding a glas
and bottle. He coughs discreetly and comes forward. - :

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT ANNA looks resentfully, wistfully, after |
YURI who goes off towards the window.

ANNA
Seem clever, but clumsy.

ALEXANDER enters putting glass on low table by her, uncorking
bottle says softly: -

ALEXANDER
If they're meant to marry, they'll marry.

As if in answer, a hoarse command from outside. ANNA and
ALEXANDER look curiously and apprehensively towards YURL.

CLOSE UP. YUEI at the window. Curious and apprehensive he
parts the curtain and looks through at the street.

EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET NIGHT WINTER-SNOW

LONG SHOT. POV YURIL. The procession has gone. A TRCOP of
DRAGOON cross the main street and disappear down a side turning.
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INTERIOR GROMEKOQO LIBRARY STUDIO NIGHT
CLOSE UP. YURI at the window.

ANNA (SOUND)
What is it?

YURI
Dragoons.

CUT

INTERIOR DEESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO N'IGHT
WINTER .

MEDIUM SHEOT. Inside AMELIA's apartment KOMAEOVSKY stands
in evening dress, Opposite him stands LARA in an evening gown.

1t is suitable for her age but still, an evening gown. Between them
sits AMELIA also in an evening gown but with a thermometer stuck
in her mouth and a tendency to sweatiness. She rolls her eyes
remorsefully from one to the other. KOMAROVSKY looks awkward
and irritated. LARA looks frightened. Silence thus. In the silence
a train passes nearby. KOMAROVSKY shifts his weight and coughs.
LATA takes the thermometer.

LARA
A hundred and three.

AMELIA (A bit thick of speech)

Oh what a pity! I was so looking forward to it! Never mind -
I'11 be all right here. You will take Lara won't you, Victor
Yppolitovich? '

CLOSE UP. LARA, confused.

(SOUND) '
Too selfish of her silly mother - it's her first long gown-
see - (Sneezes) Oh my goodness.

CLOSE UP. KOMAROVSKY, who has been looking at his feet, looks
up.

KOMAROVSEKY
1 think it would be better to call it right off.

256 MEDIUM SHOT. KOMAROVSKY, LARA, AMELIA.

LARA (Hastily)
Yes, I'll stay with you.
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256 ' antinued

AlELIA

:'hat nomsense! I'll be perfectly all
right - 1've got a book. (7Jheedling)
Such a disarnpointment fcr her, Victor
Yprolitovich - :

LARA about to prctest, cut off by a gesture from
#ELIA, ‘

So littls opportunity to mix in good society..

: YOMARCOVSKY (Graceless)
Very well. Get your coat. (Glances at
watch) We're going to be late. I want to
aveid Kropotlin Street, :

SCENE NUMBERS 257 TO 261 CUT.

262 SXTREME LOMNG SiiOT. (PROCESS) Several processions
' converge on a vast crowd already assembled about a
spravling Victorian mounument, In foreground a
ponstruous lion, gilded railings and a chocolate
toy soldier SENTRY guard calatial gates.

263 MEDIUY CLOSE SHOT. PASHA climbs the monument and is
greeted by other LEADERS, workers and petty
intellectuals. Introductions over he looks with

satisfaction:
264 LONG StOT. Over the crowd, his POV, a sea of faces.
cuT '

INTERIOR RESTAURAST  LOCATIOM OR STUDIC  NIGHT

265 MEDIUM CLOSE SHCT. LARA sters into the vestibule
of an expensive cafe-dansant closely followed by
KOMAROVSKY who gives nis coat to a ®AITER, whe gives
it to an ASSI31ANT,.

MAITRE D'HOTEL
. Ye'd given you up, H'sieur.

KOMARNDVSEY indicates LARA who is peering timidly
towards the restaurant.

KCMAROVSKY
ily nicce, Coat, Lara.

MAITRE D'rnCTEL takes her coat.
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MAITRE D'HOTEL .
Charming, M'mselle.

The music strikes up in the restaurant, the servitors smile.

CLOSE. /P, KOMAROVSKY nods, relaxeé, forgives her. 'Says
quite kindly:

KOMAROVSKY
- Come.

CcUuT

MEDIUM SHOT TRACKING, Guided by the MAITRE D'HOTEL they
walk through the restaurant.’ KCMAPOVSKY is greeted with cheerful
respect from a couple of tables. The CAMERA stops in CLOSE

SHOT. A WAITER, holding LARA's chair for her takes her by surprise
but she recovers instantly, to KOMAROVSKY's approval. She
contemplates the glasses, cutlery, napkins folded into snowy towers.
With one quick flip KOMAROVSKY destroys his and is given a colossal
menu.,

CLOSE UP. The menu, covered with French phrases.

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
How's the Foie de Veau Gascoigne?

MAITRE D'HOTEL (SOUND)
As always, M'sieur.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and MAITRE D'HOTEL.

KOMAROVSKY
All right. Not too much -

MAITRE D'HOTEL
- not too much mustard, M'sieur.

| He takes the menu from KOMAROVSKY, both smile patronisingly at:

CLOSE SHOT. LARA entirely hidden behind her menu. She lowers
it and says a little tensely but quite correctly:

LARA
Jambon Farci en Crout.
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271 VAITRE D'HOTEL (Reference tc LARA)
: I'ine M'sieur? -

 KOMARCVSKY (Rewarding her)
A little light wine, yes.

‘As he waits for the wine list:
LARA .
M'Sieur lomarovsiy, this nlace must be
dreadfully expensive.

KOMAROVUKY (Receiving wine list)
It is. 'hy not "Victor Yppeolitovich"?

LARA looks sericus. Giggles, frowns, shields her
eyes.

LATA
I can't

SCENES 272 TC 276 CUT.



51
(Revised 19.2.65)

277 , CLOSE UP. XOLAROVSKY, GEehind him counles take the
: fleoor,

YCHAROVEXY (Srilingly)
All right. Ahj they're dancing.

pe says this not s a sugypestion, leaning back to
receive a plate of meat, but:

2774 LOWmG £.0T. Different rusic. In foregrecund thelr
emnty rlaces, in bachground the {lecor alive with
waitzing counles. Socialites, noisy, dancing wito
panache, From this way throng cmeryge LARA and
wSUARDVSKY. They are dancing-very decorously indeed.
In LAPA this may be natural, thourh her face is more
tensely serious than we save ever scen it. As for
KOMAROVSKY he holds her at arm’s length, as though she
were a delicate vzoe - filled with dyramite. HEis face
too is serious, alicest cautious. Neither looks at the
other. The iMSIC stops. They coire to the takle. 3he
sits, YOMAL:OVSXY holaing her chzir. She is having
difficulty with her breath arain. As KOWAROVSKY sits
CAMERA TRACXS slowly in to CLOSE TLC-560T. She looks
at her fingers on tue tahle. Le looks a2t her intently,
the initiative hérs. When she icoks up he leans forward
ouickly to hear. They finc themselves staring at one
ancther,

LARA
iiother made this dress.

LOMAROVELY (Locks at it csericusly)
Very nice ...

L:‘\n.\'
... She's clever isu't she?
]

KCHARGVIRY
Your mot 2r? Ycs. Fine little woman.

They are staring at cne another 25 before. Liis eyes
are intent, the little Ffire burning there again. mner

. eyes are dATk and suilty. A tension developrs between
ther emrhzsised by a hush which Rwas fallen.
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978

279

280
281

282

283

. CUT

over the restaurant. The CAMERA eases back. They look around:

LONG SEOT. The whole restaurant looking in silence towards the
curtained windows from which comes the distant sound of a huge crowd
singing ""The Internationale”. It has the clumsiness and power of 2
great animal.

cuT
EXTERIOR MOSCCW SQUARE LOCATION NIGHT WINTER-SNOW

HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. The DEMONSTRATORS singing. They
sing out of time despite the brass band, but the total volume is terrifying.

MEDIUM SHOT. The screen filled by hundreds of singing faces.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Along lines of gaunt, ecstatic faces,
under-nourished and pathetic, :

INTERIOR RESTAURANT LOCATION OR STUDIO NIGHT w

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Along lines of diners, the atmosphere '
now downright scared. CAMERA RISES into a LONG SHOT of the
room, now a frozen tableau.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and LARA. He listens with a glimmer
of cold contempt, a tiny smile. Says loudly:

KOMAROVSKY :
No doubt they'll sing in tune; after the Revolution.

A moment's silence. A very young OFFICER brays a laugh. Others
join in. All heads are turned to KOMAROVSKY. Some clapping. A
bald bespectacled OFFICIAL, a skilled sycophant, rises and raises his
glass to him.. Others follow suit, The place is rocking with grateful
applause and silly laughter. The CAMERA TRACKS slowly as
KOMAROVSKY looks around and accepts it with polite amused contempt,
his eyebrows raised. But his expression changes. LARA shyly but
gracefully toasts him, smiling over her glass. He laughs, his eyes

excited. They clink glasses, the music starts.

cuT
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284 CLOSE SHOT. They dance, not as before, but whirling with the
best of them. LARA is young and KOMAROVSKY is expert,
handsome, in command, holding her closely, black tails flying.
They are both laughing. '

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET NIGHT WINTER-SNOW "

085 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The runners of 2 sleigh whine through
snow. CAMERA PANS upwards into a CLOSE SHOT of LARA
and KOMAROVSKY seated side by side. They are covered in furs.
They do not speak nor look at one another, look stiffly ahead. They
are close together under the furs. '

286 MEDIUM SHOT The CAMERA PANS with the sleigh as it comes
out of a side-turning and crosses 2 broader street. As it enters
the opposite side-turning the CAMERA stays on a LONG SHOT of-
the main street which we now recognise as that in which the
GROMEXO's live. It is almost deserted and most of the houses are
darkened. From the direction of the Gromeko house at the far end
comes the SOUND of distant singing. "Red Flag" this time. Into
foreground steps the dark silhouetted back of 2 man in uniform:

287 CLOSE SHOT A SERGEANT-MAJOR OF DR4 GOONS, He stands
listening, turns his cannon-ball head, gives a muted bark.

288 MEDIUM SHOT. Down the shadowy side-turning, ready and waiting
for it, DRAGOONS strip heavy dun-coloured blankets from their
mounts. The high-bred animals, red, black and bay, Wwince and
skitter in the cold.

288 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and LARA. The sleigh
passes from light to dark to light. He looks at her profile. Then looks
ahead again. She steals 2 look at him and looks ahead again. A move-
ment under the furs. She hal turns to him, he turns to her and sees
her look, frightened, pleading, excited. He kisses her savagely; in-
expertly she yields to it. '

960 MEDIUM SHOT. On another muted bark from the SERGEANT-MAJOR,
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the heavy booted men swing up into their saddles with a jingle and
thump, together. The horses stir, come under control, start moving
forward.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The demonstrators, band playing and
singing, on their way back through a poor district. They are no
longer under escort, spread from side to side of the road. But

_their front is roughly straight and four or five leaders, including

PASHA, walk ahead of them. The front rank contains the brass-
band instrumentalists, one or two women and a CHILD. -

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The DRAGOONS come to a halt in double
line across the width of the Gromeko street. They are perfectly
calm; might be on parade. .

LONG SHGT. The line of DRAGOONS in foreground, the empty street
in background. The singing closer. One or two lights going on in
houses. :

CLOSE UP. SERGEANT MAJOR. Stiff-backed, waiting, eyes
on: _ |

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The curve of the street from which the
singing, much louder now, is coming. The leaders of the procession
begin to appear around the corner.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI, putting on a heavy coat, comes out on to the
Gromeko balcony. On SOUND the singing louder and louder. He
is staring at: :

LONG SHOT. His POV the DRAGOONS, distant, across the street,

CLOSE UP. YURIL The singing very loud. He looks back to the
corner. : ,

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. (Same set-up as 295) The Procession enters
the main street., PASHA walking backwards conducting with his cap.
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The DRAGOONS move forward.
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MEDIUM SHOT. The line of DRAGCONS. A bark from the
SERGEANT-MAJOR. The men draw their swords.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. PASHA conducting, as yet oblivious of
the situation ahead of him.

CLOSE SHOT SERGEANT MAJOR. Another word of command.

CLOSE UP. YURI looking incredulously down the street,

LONG SHOT His POV. The Procession going away up the street
in foreground, the DRAGOONS approaching in background.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT, One of the LEADERS draws PASHA's
attention to:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The DRAGOONS. They increase their
pace to a trot. -

)

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. PASHA stops conducting, walks forward
mechanically for a few paces, stops.

MEDIUM SHOT TRACKING. The DRAGOONS. A word of command.
They canter.

MEDIUM SHOT. The procession. Those at the {ront come to a sté.nd—
still. Those at the back pile up behind them. The music and singing
falter.

CLOSE UP. YURI. The singing stops. Silence except for the drumming
of horses' hooves,

LONG SHOT His POV. The procession halted. The DRAGOONS at
the gallop The crowd begin to panic and break up.

MEDIUM SHOT. The procession scattering.

CLOSE SHOT. The panicking crowd, backs turned, running.
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CLOSE SHEOT. YURI grips the balcony rail.

CLOSE SHOT. Frightened running faces, a glimpse of oncoming
horses above them.

CLOSE SHOT. A CHILD, seen through running legs.

'CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The SERGEANT-MAJOR raises his

sword at:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. His POV, The CAMERA OVERTAKES

the back of the fleeing crowd.

INTERIOR GROMEKO HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. Rapidly tracking into CLOSE UP. The
sound of a fearful impact. Shouts, screams, drumming hooves,
running feet - bedlam. YURI's head jerks from side to side, watch-
ing, horrified. The uproar beneath him modulates into a dreadful
scuffle punctuated by groans, oaths, words of command and the clash
of metal. - '

MEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER emerges from his bedroom, in slippers
wrapping a heavy dressing gown about him, hurries zlong the corridor
to the library door. :

MED'IUM SHOT. He enters the library and crosses to the window.
CLOSE SHOT. - ALEXANDER joins YURI on the balcony.

ALEXANDER.
What - ? What - ?

For a beat they both stare down. The noise is receding to their
right. A few flakes of snow begin to float down across them.
Suddenly YUR! goes. The noise recedes stiil further. Then
ALEXANDER too leaves the balcony, horrified, trembling, utterly
unable to cope with what he has seen.

EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET LOCATION NIGHT WINTER-
SNOWING

HIGHE ANGLE LONG SHOT. What he saw: Through 2 gentle drift
of snow-flakes bodies lie on the ground, the CHILD's prominent.

One of the sloganned banners lies there. The big brass tuba. Two
or three men wander uncertainly. A wounded woman is crawling
towards the Gromeko house.
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MEDIUM SHOT. YURI flings open the Gromeko front door and
dashes down the steps.  But slows, stops in CLOSE UP, staring
with horrified intentness at: -

CLOSE UP. A pool of blood in the spill of light on the pavement.

EXTERIOR KOMAROVSKY'S HOUSE ~ LOCATION NIGHT
WINTER - SNOWING .

CLOSE UP. \BA's face comes into frame as she seats herself
on KOMAROVSKY's sleigh. She looks numbed with shock. On
SOUND: _ :

KOMAROVSKY (A deep “tender” voice)
Good-night, dear. -

LARA
Good-night ... (Her voice breaks) Victor Yppolitovich.

The-sleigh pulls away revealing 2 MEDIUM SHOT of KOMARCYVSKY
standing-wittout his overcoat on the pavement. It is snowing; his
house door is open behind him; he looks post-coital and glum.

EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET . LOCATION NIGHT WINTER -
SNOWING | :

CLOSE SHOT. A dead body is lugged on to the floor of a waggon
among other bodies already there. o

MEDIUM SEOT. Two POLICEMEN lower an awning and slam up
the tail-board. ; .

LONG SHOT. In falling Christmas-card snow other POLICE are
lifting dead and wounded into carts. Lights are on in many houses
and HOUSEHOLDERS watch as from warmly-lit theatre boxes.
Some have come outside. Down the centre of the street, trotting
along on a splendid horse, followed by an ENTOURAGE, comes a
GENERAL, a distinguished old aristocrat with a magnificent white-
bearded face under a plumed hat.

GENERAL (Gentle and -authoritative)
Go back inside your houses please - Everything is quiet
now! Go back inside your houses please!

CLOSE SHOT. YURI kneeling beside the wounded WOMAN, looks
up.

CLOSE PANNING SHOT. The GENERAL from YURI's POV.
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GENERAL | :
All these people will be taken care of! Go back inside
please! .

CLOSE SHOT. YURI goes on deliberately with his work. The feet
of a horse clatter into foreground of picture.

CLOSE SHOT. A SERGEANT OF DRAGOONS reins in his horse.

SERGEANT (Looking down at YUR])
Get inside.

CLOSE SEOT The CAMERA PANS up with YURI as he rises
slowly to his feet, looking coldly and calmly at the man.
ALEXANDER, still in his dressing gown, runs up clutching him by
the sleeve.

ALEXANDER
Yuri please! No trouble!

CLOSE UP. The SERGEANT.

SERGEANT
Take him in sir - or I'll put him in arrest!

CLOSE UP. YURI and ALEXANDER.

ALEXANDER '
Yuri, I beg you. Tonya's coming home tomorrow !

MEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER is almost weeping. The WOMAN
in any case is now picked up by two POLICE and carted off. YURI
turns without a word and goes up the steps with ALEXANDER.

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER pushes YURI ahead of him through
the front door. CAMERA TRACKS in as YURI enters the hall

and turns looking back at the street as ALEXANDER shuts the door
on us.

INTERIOR DRESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. Reflected in her dressing table mirror we see
LARA enter her bedroom. She sits, then fearfully raises her head
to see her face. It is tear-stained, blotched, aghast. The image
flickers:

DISSOLVE
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INTERIOR MOSCOW STATION LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. The {lickering was caused by the coaches of the
Paris-Moscow Pullman arriving in Moscow Station. As the train
stops TONYA's face is on frame. Ablaze with happiness, life, charm
and staggeringly pretty. She is lowering the window of her
compartment with a white -gloved hand, wearing a white fur coat

and hat. '

MEDIUM SHOT. TYURI runs like 2 stag along the train, dodging
the alighting PASSENGERS and their welcomers. At TONYA's ~
carriage he stops in C LOSE UP. His expression changes.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA standing in the doorway, the little sister

and childhood sweetheart is a dazzling young lady. One anxious ..
flash of her dark eyes to register the effect and the CAMERA PANS
with her as she tumbles out on to the platform helped by YURI. They
embrace, much more cautiously and formally than YURI had expected.
She locks up, sees:

CLOSE UP. ALEXANDER standing there.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA. The €AMERA PANS as, her

'youthful dignity swept away, she rushes over and tumbles into the

arms of ALEXANDER who hugs and kisses her with unabashed tears
of emotion, till she laughs and:

ALEXANDER : :
There, now, that's enough. Your mother, your mother.

CLOSE UP. ANNA seatedona station bench surrounded by bustling
porters and passengers. She is looking anxiously at;_

MEDIUM SHOT. Her POV. The busy platform. Through 2 gap
in the crowd ALEXANDER and TONYA appear, her arm tucked
possessively under his. TONYA sees her mother, raises her
hand.

CLOSE UP. ANNA. A little gulp of happiness.

MEDIUM SHOT. TONYA leaves her father and runs, her charm
and graceful figure attract smile = and turned heads. CAMERA
PANS her into 2 CLOSE SHOT % “.n ANNA who raises her arms
still seated, her sensitive and wasted face quite stern with emotion
but flowing with tears. TONYA, tearful too, stoops and embraces
her tenderly, looks at her earnestly:

TONYA (Quietly, a bit fearfully)
Mummy, how are you?
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34¢ Continued

ANTA
Me? it &s & figdle., Turn roungd.

350 ‘EDIT SEOT. TONYA obliges, iooking lovely, buv
keceps an anxious eye on AETA, who grunis, and says

to AISZANIER who comes ub.

Np. Tell they’ve tauget her comething.

TONTA
Daidy, how is she?
~ ANNA
T ’ve told you... Isn’t Yuri looking
well? | s

TONTA (Quietly)
Yes k2 is.

ELNA YURT, who has'followed a respectful few paces benhin:
father and daughter, nOw comes Up. ANTA repeats Wi~
triumechant satisfaction: '

ATRA .
They ‘ve taught her sozething, haven’t

they, Yuri?

YUl r
vou look lovely Toxnya.

14 is ssi? cufetly, but with a sort of simple
erfoction unlike a2 lover’s. Lowever, it is enouagh
to make TCORYA momentarily look down and she &rops
the mogazine she 1s cerrying. Instantly TURI
reirieves it for her. This brings ‘hem:

352  CLOST TWO 5H0T. UURI and TOWYA; he with the mac-r-

TONYA
I brought it for you. There 's 2 niecs
in it apout young Tussaisn Snets,
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352 Continued S

-

YURT (Genuinely looking forward
to reading i%¥) Uk good. Thanks.
Does it mention me? '

TORYA
I+ begins with you. You're the
test.

YCURI
Very intelligent nation, the French.

353  CLOST SHOT. ANNA, well pleased with the little
tete-a=tete.

~ ANRA
Yes, well.

She attempts to rise with the aid of her stick.
Quickly YURI comes on fraame and takes her arm 10O
assist her,
354 ATTTANTCR has retakon possession of TO A’s arm;
- they regard each other fondly.

355 This is not at all what ATEA has iﬁ mind. She
looks displeased. Then makes an ingenious display
of being unable to rise even with YURI ‘s help.

AMniA (Apologetic)
Alexei, dear ...

ALZXANDLE, concerzned ccomes quickly on frame. Wik
his halp t00 she can rise quite easily it seems.
She retcins his arm in e vicelike grip and relin-
quishing YURI's; studiously indifferent:

" Thank youw, desar.

356 YURI joins TORYA, takes hér arm, and leads off.
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. AlNA and ATEZANDER following.

r

 ANHA inclines her pezd to her husband’s to speak

sbove the station noises, ILeooking of 7, complacently
at: :

TEDIT. TRACEING SECT. Her POV. YURI znd TOKRYL,

similerly telki-g, meke thelr way through the crowd.

ANTA
They have their heads together.

ATEZLANIER
Yes dear; they're talking.

ARNA {Crossly)
They ‘re head over heels!

ALEZXANIER ‘
Anushka stop it! (Thern patiing
her hand) Good marriages are
made in Heaven ... Or scme such
place.

curT

CONTINUZ PAGE 63, SCEND 359 43 I
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INTERIOR DRESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO DAY
WINTER :

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The empty Fitting Room. On SOUND

other church bells. After a moment LARA enters quietly from

the workroom. She is white-faced but composed, dressed for church
and carrying a prayer book. As she walks into CLOSE SHOT she
stops, terrified. .

CLOSE SHOT. Her POV. On the far side of the distorting glass is
a motionless male figure. It moves, {aps hesitantly with its fingers.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA. CAMERA PANS her to the door where
leaning against the wall she says fearfully:

LARA
Victor Yppolitovich?

THE FIGURE
Pasha.

LARA almost overcome by happy relief.
1 want to talk to you.

CLOSE UP. LARA. A different fear, that her defloration will
be visible.

LARA (Sweetly pleading)
No, Pasha.

PASHA (SOUND)
It's important.

LARA (Hopelessly) |
All right.

Sadfaced, her head down, she opens the door. No movement.
She looks up. Her hand flies to her mouth.

Pasha!

CLOSE UP PASHA. He stands quite still. There is a terrific
cut running all down one side of his face, made doubly pathetic by
the fact he still wears spectacles.

CLOSE UP. LARA. A momentto collect herself, then:

LARA
How did you do it?
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365 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. PASHA and LARA.

PASHA
I didn't. A Dragoon did.

"Dragoon' comes out with a world of bitterness. He begins to shake.

LARA . :
Oh, Pasha darling, come, come, come ...

She draws him into the room, shuts the door. CAMERA PANS with
them as she takes him to a chair.

Pasha, I can't deal with this.

PASHA
Have you got any iodine?

LARA
Yes but -

PASHA
Get it.

366 CLOSE UP. A big blue bottle. On SOUND:

PASHA (Soitly, alarmed)
Don't let your mother know!

LARA's hand takes the bottle.

LARA (Soitly) '-
It's here. She's still asleep.

CAMERA PANS back with LARA into a CLOSE SHOT with PASHA
who has followed her up. She watches, fascinated and pitiful as
he uncorks it, and standing over a small basin, stoically removes
and lays down his spectacles, raises the bottle to his face and
begins to tilt it.

367 CLOSE UP. LARA, wincing for his pain, mesmerised by the
horror of it. On SOUND the clink of the bottie on the basin brings
her to. o

368 CLOSE SHOT. PASHA stands quite still bent over the basin,
gripping it with pain. LARA whips up a small hand towel.

LARA
Pasha, darling ...
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368 Continued

Ever so gently she dabs his yellow-stained cheek. -
fe turns to ner. CAMERA TRACKS in te CLOSE UP.

LARA (Cont) .
Pasha, vou must go tc 3 hospital!l

PASEA _
1 daren't for a day or two. ¥ill you cdo
sonething for me?

LARA (Immediately)
Yes what?

PASHA
Hide this.

She looks down.

3695 CLOSE UP. A revolver is withdrawn from his coat
pocket.

g;gl CLOSE SiOT. PASEA and LARA, She touches it gingerly.
LARA (A horrified murmur) )
Pasha ... Ch throw it away.

PASHA

No! (#e controls his volume, not his rage)
There'll be more "peaceful" demonstrations.
There were wcmen and children Laral And they
rode them down! Starvinug women asking for
bread! ... And on up on Tamskaya Avenue the
pigs were eating! And drinking! And dancing:

She looks at him aghast. ne, unaware of any application
to herself, must breathe hard to regain control before,
curtly:
Hide it fcr ne.
_ Lesitant, ashamed, LARA takes it.

Thanks, Comrade.
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Centinued

LARA )
ch, Pasha darling, I'm not your Ceomrade:

There is a cenrth of sel -cdisgust and larentatien in
it. Sae looks at him tonuingly, haif in love with
him - his selilessness ana- courage. out APELIA is
hearc (cff)

AreLIA (SCUKD)
l.ara?

vEDIUM SHOT. PASHA moves tack, LARA quickly nides the
revolver under a cushionm, CAMERA PANS and TRACKS with
LARA into the workroon where sne heads off AMELIA, in
her dressing zown. .

'ho is it dear?

LARA :
1t's only rasha.

AMELTIA (Losing interest)
Oh. (taternally reproaciful) You came in
very late last night dear. C

CLGSE UP, LARA.

LARA (Locks her straiyght in the eye and

deceives her) The tiwe went SO quickly.
CLOSE UP. AMELIA.

AMELIA )

T“hen you must have heoa & 7000 time ...

(Slightly §urprised) ;sTe you geing to

Church dear?

LARA (a0UND) (Softly vehement)
Yes.

CUT.
INTESILR CRURCH  STUDIC DAY
LARA hnzels at tie Confcossional in an echoing Church.

She waits with her heac beowec. After a pause, rather
wearily:
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Continved

CONFESSCR
ty child, do you Xknow what Cur Lerd said
to the “oman Taken in Adultery?

LARA
Yes Fatler; He said: '"Go and sin no more'’.

CCHELSSOR
And - did she?

LARA (Ctartled)
I don't know, Father.

COIFESSOR

Nobody does child. The Flesh is not weak

it is strong. Only the Sacrament of Marriage
will contain it. Remember that.

LARA Tises and goes. We see her descend the snowy

~ Church steps.
' 9 EXTERIOR GRGMEXO STRCET DAY  ¥IMTER-CLEAN SNOW

- Fi3

DISSOLVE
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EXTERIOR HOTEL GARDEN LOCATION NIGHET SUMMER

LONG SHOT A courtyard garden in high summer. Moths flutter
about the lamps, there are plants in flower, a gently splashing fountain.
One or two tables discreetly placed behind trellis-work with well-
dressed couples over drinks. A high class maison d'assignation.
KOMAROVSKY, hands in pockets, humming, crosses the courtyard.
CAMERA PANS with him. He enters a doorway leading into the

main building, goes up some stairs :

INTERIOR HOTEL CORRIDOR STUDIO NIGHT

LONG SHOT. A corridor with windows on one side and nwnbered .
doors on the other A fatherly old WAITER with a loaded tray enters
foreground as KOMAROVSKY comes along the corridor in background.
They meet as KCMARCVSKY is about toenter one of the doors.

WAITER (Alarmed) . |
Misiecur! Number six this evening, sir.  (Indicates the
door regretfully) A Very Important Person.

As KOMAROVSKY gives an irritated shrug and starts to move
forward the CAMERA PANS on to CLOSE SHOT of door 6 in foreground.

INTERIOR PRIVATE ROOM. STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. LARA.  She is sitting forlorn, dressed to satisfy
KOMAROVSKY's particular tastes, in a very sophisticated brightly
coloured dress in the Edwardian mode. She has her hair up. Her
exposed arms and shoulders round and white. Because of all this
her face looks pathetically young. The room itself is small and
over-intimate A candle-lit table for two is set for dinner with a
decanter of red wine. LARA sits on a sofa running almost the
length of one wall. It has no back but is made comfortable by
velvet cushions. On SOUND the door opens. She rises eagerly.
KOMARQOVSKY enters picture,

KOMAROVSKY
Sorry I'm late, dear.

LARA (A tremor of the lip)
I've been waiting nearly an hour, Victor.

KOMAROVSKY (Absently)
Bave you ordered?

LARA
No.
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KOMAROVSKY (Absently)
Oh you should have done . .

CAMERA PANS with KOMAROVSKY as he goes over to the sofa, .
lounges back on the cushions He is staring at the dress, critically,
appraisingly, as though she were an object

(His eyes travelling down)
Turn round.

381 CLOSE SHOT ©LARA's feet She starts to turn, the CAMERA PANS
upwards over her tightly encased body to her face. Her hand travels
" to her throat in an _unccnsciously defensive gesture.

LARA
You chose it, Victor

382 CLOSE SHOT KOMAROVSKY unconcernedly takes out a cigar.

KOMAROVSKY
Very nice  (Pats the sofa beside him inviting her to sit)
It suits you.

383 CLOSE SHOT LARA. CAMERA PANS with her as she obediently
- gits beside him.

KOMAROVSKY (Cutting his cigar)
You've grown up a lot. Haven't you?

,
It sounds like praise, but she darts 2 dubious look at him before:

LARA
Yes.

KOMAROVSKY (Off-hand)
What did you tell your mother tonight?

LARA
Victor, don't ...

KOMAROVSKY (Looks up from his cigar "surprised”.
Then, "Remorseful") -
A-a-ah .

He squeezes her wrist and rises

184 MEDIUM SHOT. BHe goes over to the table.

Mayl smoke?
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LARA
Of course.

He has taken her permission for granted anyway, lighting his cigar
from a candle, his back to her.

. KOMAROVSKY (Smiling to himself)
- You like it, don't you?

385 CLOSE UP LARA Noanswer; she watches him darkly.

(SOUND)
Cigar smoke.

No answer _
386 CLOSE UP KOMAROVSKY - He turns, compelling her

KOMAROVSKY
Don't you?

387 CLOSE UP LARA. Shame and resentment shadowing her eyes-

LARA
Yes

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND. ‘Quite good-heartedly)
Oh come along dear ...

His hand holds' a glass of wine in front of her. She takes it.
Sante!

LARA (A hesitant grateful smile)
Sante.

She sips the wine. His dark shape crosses in front of her. We
sense his sitting on the sofa "beside her. '

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND. 'Robust”.)
Drink! (Softly "Coaxing") Up... up ... up.

KHis hand comes into picture again, and with one ﬁngér under the
glass fractionally forces it so that a dribble of wine runs down her chin
She lowers the glass, looks at him.

388 CLOSE UP KOMAROVSKY. Looks at her; his eyes a little
clouded '
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389/ CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and LARA. She sets the glass
391 down, breathing rather hard, He blows out 2 cloud of blue smoke.

KOMAROVSKY {Cont) _
Where did you tell her we were going? Your Mamma.

LARA
" She didn't ask.

KOMAROVSKY (Chuckies soitly)
That's because she knows.

LARA
She doesn't.

KOMAROVSKY '
Oh you'd both take an oath she doesn’t. But she does.
And you both know she does.,

. LARA feels herself going over the waterfall as so often before.
She pleads; eyes very dark now, but tearful too.

LARA
Victor don't -..

KOMAROVSKY
What ?

LARA
'I-‘or_ment me.

He stares incredulously. Then throws back his head and lacghs.

KOMAROVEKY
"_Don't" - ? "o Oh Wha.t a little hy.pocrite it iS L

A sudden movement. She has knocked the cigar from his mouth.

A moment of instinctive shock and anger, then he smiles, triumphant,
his eyes very dark. LARA too is pretty far gone but scared, .. :
trembling, babyfaced again.

LARA (Rising)
I'm going, Victor ...

He watches her, his eyes intent.

KOMAROVSKY :
Whenever you like, dear ...
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302 CLOSE SHOT. LARA. She takes her evening cloak and begins
wrapping it round her at a mirror.

&

393 CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY, his body insolently at ease.
Softly: ’ :

... You see, you'll always come back.

304 CLOSE SHOT. LARA. Both her determination to go and his
confidence that she won't are half false. She finishes putting on
the cloak. ’

(SOUND)
Stay, darling.

She turns, mouth open to speak - and finds him standing beside
her. It is a knife-edge balance. Then he kisses her.

(huskily) Yousee... Yousee...

LARA (Mindlessly)
Victor don't ... don't ...

But she means nothing by it. He slips the cloak from her bare
back, CAMERA PANS down as it slithers to the floor. )

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR LARA'S STREET NIGHT WINTER - SNOWING

395 CLOSE SEOT. Falling snow caught in the light from a lamp-post.
After a few moments the distant sound of strange moaning. The
CAMERA PANS as if looking for it. We recognise LARA's street
then, panning upwards, the lighted windows of the Dressmalking
Establishment. The sound becomes more ~agonised. The
CAMERA ZOOMS up and inwards towards the bedroom windows.

QUICK DISSOLVE

DRESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO NIGHT WINTER -
SNOWING

396 CLOSE SHOT. The CAMERA TRACKS up and inwards to peer
through the iced and curtained window. The noise now dreadful,
comprising 2 sob, a scream, a groan of anguish. We see the lower
half of 2 bed with someone writhing ceaselessly under the blankets.

A train rumbles past. The door bursts open revealing KOMAROVSKY,
shirt-sleeved, frightened. He dithers for a few seconds watching
whoeverisin the bed. In his hand he holds a letter. He turns as
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398
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suddenly as he came. The CAMERA follows him, tracking along
the outside wall and past the windows of AMELIA's workshop,
affording us glimpses of him dashing through to the fitting room. -
As the CAMERA passes a dark piece of wall:

CuT
EXTERIOR LARA'S STREET NIGHT WINTER - SNOWING

CLOSE SHOT. (Matching piece of dark wall) The CAMERA
CRANES off the side of the building and drops downwards disclosing
KOMAROVSKY's sleigh outside the main door. By the time the
CAMERA is on a MEDIUM SHOT of the sleigh the door bursts open.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY dashes out and thrusts the letter
into the DRIVER's hand.

KOMAROVSKY '
There! Show it to someone if you lose your way!
Prbfessor Boris Kurt! Find him!

INTERIOR-EXTERIOR GROMEKO HOUSE NIGHT WINTER -
SNOWING

CLOSE SHOT. The MEDICAL PROFESSOR is seated next to ANNA
in the library. They are looking at:

MEDIUM SHOT. Their POV. A polite gathering of intelligent
looking people sit on small gilt chairs attending to a pianist seated
in the window. Beyond him we see a tram passing up the snowy
street. '

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR and ANNA. She is inclined
to enthusiasm whilst he expresses a certain dissatisfaction with the
entertainment.

ANNA
But Boris, this is genius!

MEDICAL PROFESSOR

Really, I thought it was Chopin? ..
(She whacks him, playfully flirtatious) .
I'm going for a smoke. LI

CLOSE SHOT. Outside in the hall TONYA and YURI seated more
comfortably on the stairs and listening to the music which comes
through the open doorway., MEDICAL PROFESSOR emerges, tapping
a cigarette on a golden case. —
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d
MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Well, how's the General Practitioner?

YURI (Moving down a stair)
A bit scared of his Finals.,

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Sitting by TONYA)

. 1 don't think he need be. (To TONYA, automatically

making up to the pretty girl) How do you like the idea of
marrying a General Practitioner?

A moment's awkwardness. But TONYA's poise is equal to it,

TONYA '
I like it very much.” But no General Practitioner has
asked me. ' '

MEDICAL PROFESSOR

No? (To YURI) I thought you nomads were hot-blooded?
(Confidential, to TONYA:) A slow lot, General
Practitioners. How d'you fancy a Professor of Pathology?

TONYA (Looks at him)
Does he write poetry?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR

Ala-s, nO. ' )

TONYA ' -
Then I'm afraid it's out of the question.

The door bell rings.

Excuse me,

She escapes his slightly too-galiant attentions thus. The two men

watch he

r descent, MEDICAL PROFESSOR quite roused, YURI

quite jealous.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
That's a marvellous girl, Zhivago.

YURI
Yes; 1'd noticed.

403 CLOSE SHOT. TONYA at the front door with KOMAROVSKY's
driver and letter. She approaches the stairs, looking up.
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Continued

‘TONYA
It's for you, Professor Kurt.

MEDIUM SEOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR runs down, athletic.
Meets TONYA coming up. Takes letter and opens it 2s TONYA
goes on to join YURI.

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSCR. He reads letter. Grimaces,
grunts, loo_ks up:

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (A little challenge) :
How would the Poet like to see 2 bit of General Pract_ice?

CLOSE SHOT.. The screen blocked for a-moment by heavy coats,
then YURI and MEDICAL PROFESSOR sit in sleigh.

YURI
What is it?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Suicide. It happens all the time.

YﬁRI thoughtful as the sleigh drives off.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA looking out through the front door. She
watches for a moment; turns shutting the door on CAMERA.

INTERIOR DRESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. The glass-panelled door is flung open by’
KOMAROVSKY, his face frantic but instantly composad as he sees
MEDICAL PROFESSOR. o

KOMAROVSKY o
Oh, thank God you've come.

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR and YURI enter the {itting
room. '

| This is very good of you, Boris.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Yes, I know it is. (KOMAROVSKY locking at YURI)
My assistant. (Quietly) Come on, where is she?

CAMERA PANS into MEDIUM SHOT as KOMAROVSKY leads the way
through to the workshop followed by YURI carrying a black Doctor's
bag.
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. EOMAROVSKY and MEDICAL
PROFESSOR hurrying through the workshop. They gain on the
CAMERA which centres on YURI following up behind. He looks
around the darkened room at the sewing machines, tailors dummies

and rolls of :_na.terial.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and MEDICAL PROFESSOR
enter small bedroom, the foct of a brass bedstead in foreground of
picture. MEDICAL PROFESSOR glances at the unseen patient on
the bed and begins to unbutton his coat. :

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
When did she do it?

KOMAROVSKY
About 8 o'clock this evening. -

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Looks at watch, raises eyebrows)
Do you know what it was? _

CLOSE UP. The blue bottle on a small table at the foot of the

bed. KOMAROVSKY's hand comes into picture, picks up the bottle,
CAMERA PANS with it into CLOSE SHOT of KOMAROVSKY and
MEDICAL PROFESSOR - He sniffs it. He tears off his overcoat,
glaring venomously at KOMAROVSKY. '

Why the devil didn’t you gét a local doctor?

KOMAROVSKY (Hard and straight)
I couldn't.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Obeying the code)
"No, I suppose you couldn’t (To YURI who is now standing -

in the doorway behind). Comecon then: On her face.

He throws down his coat and makes towards the head of the bed
followed by YURI  The tempo of the scene rises as the two men
go about their work with quick professional expertise

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR and YURI on ‘opposite sides
of the bed. We see them haul the body on to its face, hear it moan,
an inhuman sound, but still do not see it. . '

CLOSE SHOT KOMAROVSKY standing at the end of the bed
watching, anxious -Over on SOUND another moan and,

surprisingly gentle:

MEDICAL PROFESSCR {(SOUND)
All right, little woman ... (Then sharply) Water?
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Continued

KOMAROVSKY moves. Takes the big jug of 2 porcelain wash-set.

 He turns to find MEDICAL PROFESSOR beside him who pours the

entire contents of a little bottle into it.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI is withdrawing a length of rubber tubing from.
the doctor's bag. .

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR leaves KOMAROVSKY who
watches again from the head of the bed. On SOUND: -

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (SOUND)

Now Yurt ... (An awful silence ... KOMAROVSKY
blenches as the head of the bedstead wobbles) Come on,
my dear ... (another moan. Impatient:) On, come oOn,
Yuri,

YURI (SOUND)
Sorry. (Silence 2gain)

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (SOUND, ‘quietly:)
Now my dear ...

DISSOLVE

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY is now sitting frightened, worn-out,
shocked by what he has seen. MEDICAL PROFESSOR's hand holds
the jug into picture. o

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Water and 2 sponge.

KOMAROVSKY rises, takes the jug, licks his lips:

KOMAROVSKY -
Is she going to live?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Water. .

KOMAROVSKY goes. MEDICAL PROFESSOR smiles rather
sadistically at:

CLOSE SHOT. YURI standing by the foot of the bed.

YURI
She is, isn't she?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (SOUND)
Yes. .



78

41§ CLOSE UP. MEDICAL PROFESSOR.

Funny thing. There's a man ... Speaks on public
platforms. 1In with the Government. In with the Liberals.
In with everybody. And he risksitall... For that!

420 CLOSE SHOT. AMELIA, drenched in sweat, lying naked on her
front, her discoloured tongue protruding from her livid face. On
SOUND: :

That's not how Poets see them is it?
421 CLOSE UP. MEbICAL PROFESSOR looking at YURI.
That's how G. P.'s see them. That's how they are.
422 CLOSE UP. YURI looks back atthe ﬁed.

YURI ‘
You know, from here ... She looks beautiful.

423 CLOSE SHOT. His POV of AMELIA's naked back stretched
across the bed; not pretty, but impressive, like a Leonardo
Fallen Warrior.

424 MEDIUM SHOT. YURI's backin fdreground, MEDICAL PROFESSOR
in background.

MEDICAL FPROFESSOR (Amused and admiring)
Zhivago, 1 think you're a hard case.

KOMAROVSKY enters with water and sponge, still frightened.
MEDICAL PROFESSOR takes them and CAMERA PANS with him
as he goes back to AMETIA and begins to swab her up and down
dike a vet.

AMELIA

MEDICAL PROFESSOR looks up at KOMAROVSKY, narrowly,
speculatively.

425 CLOSE UP. KOMAROVSKY tenses. On SOUND:
Lar2 ...

KOMAROVSKY (Curtly)
There's a child in the case.
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426/ MEDIUM SHOT over KOMAROVSKY on to MEDICAL PROFESSOR and
428 YURI on opposite sides of the bed. = MEDICAL PROFESSOR

429

continues fo lock to KOMAROVSKY.

KOMAROVSKY (Impatient, indignant)
-A child! Her daughter.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR continues to look as before.

(Curtly) -
Oh, for heaven's sake Boris ....

This last is angry, hurt, more than a little disgusted. MEDICAL
PROFESSOR feels he has gone too far. :

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Returning his attention to
Amelia, sourly:) She might have thought about "Lara"
before she did it. Does the girl know?

KOMAROVSKY
I'm afraid she does.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Is she here?

KOMAROVSEKXY
Yes.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR

Well tell her that her mother is going to hve (But
arrestingly) Wait a minute, Victor. What are we
going to say about this? .

KOMARCVSKY ("Serious")
Must we say anything?

MEDICAL PROFESSCR
I'm afraid so. I'm taking her to hospital. We'll
have to say something. (Delicately:) Yuri...

YURI
Yes, of course. (Goes to the door)

KOMAROVSKY
This needn't be difficult, Boris ...

LONG SHOT. YURI comes into the workroom and wanders in the
half -dark among the sewing machines and tailors' shapes. On
SOUND a train rattles by. He stands in-the gently shaking room
listening to it.
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CLOSE SHOT. <YURI. The sound of the train recedes. MUSIC
"Tara" theme. He "hears' it. It ™attracts' him and CAMERA
PANS with him over to a table. Ee looks down. MTUSIC stops.

CLOSE UP. LARA's satchel and some school books.

CLOSE SHOT. YURIL. He idly turns a book to read its title.
MUSIC re-commences. He looks around as if to find its source.
CAMERA follows behind him as he wanders across the room and
reaches a partition window on the opposite side. Without warning
the room behind the partition is flooded with light 2s KOMAROVSKY
enters carrying an oil lamp. LARA jumps up out of a chair.
Another train rumbles by. '

CLOSE UP. YURI stares fascinated as at a silent moving picture.

MEDIUM SHOT. Over YURI into the room beyond the partition.
KOMAROVSKY is talking. LARA's face lights up with an expression
of incredulous joy. KOMAROVSKY confirms his good news. LARA
throws her arms about his neck, sobbing with gratitude. Rather
awkwardly he strokes her head. She seizes his hand and covers it
with kisses. He gently withdraws it and strokes her spine as we
have seen him do before. LARA grows still. KOMAROVSKY

leads her back to the chair and seats her. She holds on to his hand
looking wildly up to him. Awkwardly he soothes her and disengages
his hand. He backs away taking the lamp with him.

CLOSE UP. YURI stares at:

CLOSE SHOT. LARA closes her eyes, puts her head back weeping
and distraught.

CLOSE UP. YURI. The light has stopped moving. He jerks
his head towards the door..

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. POV YURI. KOMAROVSKY glares at
him from the doorway, his expression horrified and malignant.

He goes.
CLOSE UP. YURI. He looks back at:

CLOSE UP. LARA, head back, weeping, in the chair. The light
fades into blackness. The train noise recedes.

MEDIUM SHOT. The MEDICAL PROFESSOR has made AMELIA
comiortable. KOMAROVSKY enters the bedroom. Says off-
handedly: i

KOMAROVSKY
What is the name of your.young Assistant?
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Continued

MEDICAL PROFzSSOR
Zhivago,

KOMAROVSKY
Andreyevich?

MEDICAL PROFESSQR
Yes, why? D'you know him? !

KOMARGVSKY _
1 knew his father slightly.

cuT

CLOSE SEOT. The glass panelled door is opened by KOMAROVSKY.
MEDICAL PROFESSOR and YURI come out. KOMAROVSKY
addresses them with the decent brevity of one who knows words to be

inadequate. Gruffly:

KOMAROVSKY
Well gentlemen, 1 won't attempt to express my gratitude.
For the rest... (A stoic little shrug) 1 am in your hands.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Frowning, awkward:)
Forget it, Victor.

KOMAROVSKY (As one who, though unwilling, must say
it out:) Does that apply to you ‘both?

He is looking at YURI. YURI looks back at him. They both know
what he means. .

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Softly, slightly shocked)
Not a question to ask, Victor.

KOMAROVSKY (As one willingly accepting deserved
correction} Forgive me.

In manly fashion he shakes hands with MEDICAL PROFESSOR.
Would shake hands with YURI but:

MEDIUM SHOT. YURI already on his way down the passage.

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR goes. KOMAROVSKY
stands glowering, then turns and goes back through the door.
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EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET NIGHT  WINTER-FRESH SNOW

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. In the sleigh MEDICAL PROFESSOR and
YURI are silent. It has stopped snowing.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Cheer up Yuri; 1'll have the poor bitch in hospital tonight.

YUR!
What's his name?

MEDICAL PROFESSCR (A bit startled by the tone)
Mp? That's V.I. Komarovsky. 'Says he knows you.

YURI '
Oh. He executed my father's Will.

MEDICAL PROFESSCR
You've dealt with him?

YURI .
No. 1 didn't feel competent to deal with him; I was
eight years old. Uncle Alex turned it down.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Oh. (He'is curious but too well bred to question)

YURI '
By Komarovsky's account there wasn't much in it. And
what there was belonged to Komarovsky.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR . -

Oh he's a very good business man. (Deprecating) But
1 doubt if he's crooked. Very good company. Knows -
Life. (Chuckle) He's had a bad scare tonight ...

CUT |
INTERIOR STUDENT CAFE STUDIO DAY  WINTER

LONG SEOT. - A Student Cafe. A vast echoing place with lines of
oil-cloth covered tables, iron pillars anda lot of steamed-up icy
windows. A few mid-afternoon customers retain their overcoats.
A WAITER enters picture carrying two bowls of steaming heavy-
looking soup with iron spoons. CAMERA PANS with him into a
CLOSE SHOT of LARA and KOMAROVSKY, sitting on opposite sides
of a table. He is the only person over thirty in the place and looks
incongruous and forlorn. Events have unmanned him; he is sad
and tired, for the moment anyway defeated. LARA regards him
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449
anxiously, a bit remorsefully. They speak quietly, the mood
elegiac, all passion spent. '

LARA
You don't mind coming here, do you Victor Yppolitovich?

KOMAROVSKY (Quickly) -
No, no ... reminds me of my youth ... (A pause)

LARA -
1 went to the hospital again.

KOMAROVSKY (Locks up quickly)
And - ?

LARA
She wants you to go and forgive her ... (KOMARCVSKY
looks at her) TFor her suspicions.

KOMAROVSKY (Grimaces distastefully. Quietly)
You can tell her the truth if you like, Larissa.

LARA (Quickly)
No.

KOMAROVSKY _
Well 1 don't see much point - It's over and done with.

LARA
Will you - (Hesitates) - see Mother now ?

KOMAROVSKY (Smiles at her tact and helps her out)
As 1 used to? No ... (Softly, wryly reflective) In fact
1 should not be surprised if you were my swan Song.
(Looks away; a changed tone} 1Is this him?

450 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. Their POV. PASHA peers about
approaching from the door.

451 CLOSE SHOT. LARA radiant. KOMAROVSKY says:

KOMAROVSKY
. He knows nothing about ... ?

LARA (Can't even take in the idea. Then, horrified)
Pasha? No. . .
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MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA has seen them. He walks over to the
table CAMERA PANNING with him.

LARA (Cont)
Pasha, this is Monsieur Komarovsky.

KOMAROVSKY rises and shakes hands with PASEA. Both sit again.
PASHA takes his spectacles off looking pedantic, tense, severe. His
faded scar gives his already impressive face an added consequence.
A moment's awkwardness, dealt with by the older man.

KOMAROVSKY
Will you eat?

PASHA
No thank you.

He moves his spectacles pedantically in his fingers, looking at
KOMAROVSKY in steady silence. LARA's eyes go from one to the
other, anxious for it to go well.

KOMAROVSKY .
1 hope you don't think this impertinent, Pavel Pavlovich.

PASHA
Not at all.

CLOSE UP KOMAROVSKY

KOMAROVSKY
1 am -1 have advised Larissa's mother for many years
I'm interested in what happens to her ... :

DISSOLVE

MEDIUM SEOT. The bowls are empty, PASHA is braced back in

his chair, points of colour in his cheeks, his eyes excited, speaking
quickly. XKOMAROVSKY is listening gravely. LARA looks earnestly
from one to the other.

PASHA

... something that I ought to tell you M'sieur Komarovsky.
And that is this: 1 am committed to the Revolution.

Nothing - (Puts a hand on LARA's hand; KOMAROVSKY
registers it) not even Lara - has more importance for. me.
(LARA puts her hand on his as in 2 game of pat-a-cake

to show that she agrees, and KOMAROVSKY shifts uneasily)
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KOMAROVSKY (Raises his head; rather sternly:) .
You misunderstand. It's not your political views that
concern me. So far as that goes I am more in sympathy -
than you probably suppose. I have some contacts of my
own which might surprise you. (PASHA looks at him
_ sceptically. Curtly:) How do you propose to live?

PASHA '
I've been offered a teaching post.

KOMAROVSKY
May I know where?

PASHA
Gradov. It's in the Urals.

KOMAROVSKY
1 know it. Not much of a place.

LARA
It's lovely country, M'sieur Komarovsky (Unconsciously
she has slipped into PASHA's style of address) .

KOMAROVSKY (Ignores her; to PASHA)
It will be a very quiet life, won't it?

LARA
But.that's what we want. (Winningly, charmingly,
begging KOMAROVSKY to share the rLs..ic dream)

KOMAROVSKY
Mm. (To PASHA) Will - you must excuse me - will
. your salary be adequate.

PASHA
Adequate. Not more.

KOMAROVSKY sees LARA looking adoringly at PASHA, His
jealousy is now roused. Unctuously, with a mock-compassionate,
very insulting smile:

KOMAROVSKY
Pavel Paviovich, my chief impression -1 hope you won't .
be offended - is that you're very young.

PASHA (Flushes, collecls himself and comes back harder
than KOMAROVSKY had prepared for; looking clearly at
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458

PASHA (Cont) .
* (the older man) M'sieur Komarovsky - 1 hope you won't
offended: Do people improve with age? .

The challenge is out on either side. In the conflict, KOMAROVSKY
will have the guile of age and its lack of conviction, PASHA the
directness of youth and its lack of control. - KOMAROVSKY, after
a moment's inward shock, smoothly, mock-detached.

KOMAROVSKY
They grow more tolerant.

PASHA (Instantly)

Because they have more to tolerate in themselves. If
people don't marry young, what do they bring to their
marriage?

KOMAROVSKY (More a.nﬁ more deliberately patronising)
A little experience.

PASHA
1 am twenty-Six --

KOMAROVSKY (Murmurs)
You surprise me.

PASHA (Flushes again, repeats)

1 am twenty-six. My mother died, needlessly, when 1
was eight. My father died in prison. I have fended for
myself. I have worked my way through Higher School
and University. 1 am familiar with things that you can
hardly guess at.
KOMAROVSKY '

All this is experience of a kind certainly -

PASHA (Jumping in)

1 have had no "amorous” experience. If that is what you
mean. (KOMAROVSKY blinks. That is what he meant
but he hadn't expected to have it said openly, and PASHA
underlines it) None whatever. Lara is seventeen; that
speaks for itself, (And again he puts his hand on hers to
say:) You probably find this situation comic. We don't.
We're going to be married, next year.

in dead silence he rises. XOMAROVSKY, inwardly enraged,
controls himself perfectly. LARA is scarlet. PASHA triumphant,
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458
makes youth's usual error: an ill-timed and half -hearted extension.

of the olive branch:

PASHA (Cont)
I hope I haven't offended you by speaking plainly.

Vo KOMAROVSKY (A shaky laugh)
Not at all. (More strongly) Admirable.

1 - PASHA stoops and kisses LARA. They do it chastely but tenderly.
1 .CAMERA PANS with PASHA as he makes towards the exit.

458 CLOSE SHOT. LARA and KOMAROVSKY.

KOMAROVSKY
A young Crusader.

iy V——
- .

LARA
EHe's -

} R : KOMAROVSKY ,
' He's a very fine young man; that's obvious.

LARA (Almost apologizing)
Monsieur Komarovsky, I think you're very generous.

KOMAROVSKY ("Severe")
Larissa, I want to talk to you.

460 CLOSE UP. LARA. A flicker of apprehension and she rises, her
coat blacking out the screen.

cuT
J INTERIOR DRESSMAXING ESTABLISEMENT STUDIO DUSK WINTER

461 CLOSE SHOT. The screen again momentarily darkened as LARA
| passes CAMERA, followed by KOMARCVSKY, on her way down the
) passage to the glass panciled door.

i 462/ LONG SHOT. The door opens and LARA lets KOMAROVSKY go
466 ahead of her into the fitting room. The place is deserted. Every-

thing covered in dust-sheets. 1In AMELIA's absence the business
has wound down. When the door shuts their isolation is merely under-
lined by the distant noises of the afterncon. The windows are darken-
ing towards evening. LARA looks about the desolate silent scene and
shivers KOMAROVSKY is walking away from her, slowly but
restless



462/ Continued

466

LARA (A little ill at ease)
M'sieur Komarovsky will you ...

KOMAROVSKY (Stops)

I beg you, drop this affectation of addressing me as
"M'sieur Komarovsky". (With dreadful emphasis,

turning) Under the circumstances, it's rather ridiculous.
(LARA is aghast) Lara, | am determined to save you from
a dreadful error. There are two kinds of men; and only
two. That young man is one kind. Heis "Highminded".
He is "Pure". He is the kind of man the world pretends
to look up to and in fact despises. What is more, he is the
kind of man who breeds unhappiness. Particularly in
women. Do you understand?

LARA (Angry, eyes flashing)
No! '

KOMAROVSKY '
1 think you do. There is another kind of man. Not high-

. minded. Not pure. But alive ... (This {lattering assess-

ment of himself is made with some passion) Now, that your
tastes at this moment should incline towards the juvenile, is
understandable. But for you to marry that boy is pure
disaster. Because - (She covers her ears, he pulls her
hands away) Because, there are two kinds of women ....
(He lets it sink in) and you, as - we - well - know, are not
the first kind .... -

Her eyes Iill; she.thinks it is true. Then she hits him. His eyes

shine.

Gently: _
You, my child, are a slut.

LARA (Passionate, despairing)
1 am not!

KOMAROVSKY
Let's see.

He lunges at her wrapping her in his arms. A shockingly elemental
struggle begins as, fighting wildly, she is borne across the room.

487 CLOSE SHOT. Their feet; her's lifted from the floor.

468 CLOSE SHOT. LARA is thrown on a sofa with real force.
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CLOSE UP. LARA. She raises her head but is immediately pirnned
back. XKOMAROVSKY looms over her; starts to kiss her. She
vioclently twists and turns. The kisses continue. Gradually, now in
BIG CLOSE UP, the violence subsides. His mouth finds hers. She

becomes quite still.

cuT

BIG CLOSE UP, The darkened outline of a gas bracket. The mantle
plops into light. '

CLOSE SHOT. An upright dressing mirror, - Reflected in it the
prone legs and torso of LARA, still as a corpse. KOMAROVSKY

" steps into the reflection adjusting his appearance. He looks gloomy,
" brooding, almost ashamed. He gives a last savage tug to his tie and

goes leaving the reflection of LARA.
CLOSE SEOT. KOMAROVSKY turns at the door.

EOMAROVSKY , .
And don't delude yourself that this was rape. That

would flatter us both.

CLOSE SHOT. The heap of clothing stirs. LARA sits up. Her
face is tear-stained but her eyes are dry and fierce with the
unconscious ferocity of a lioness - not forcedly fierce like 2 human

being.

CLOSE SHOT. The door shuts. We see the distorted figure
of KOMAROVSKY going off down the passage.

BIG CLOSE UP. LARA listening to the receding footsteps. She
is thinking too, coming to a decision. On SOUND a drumbeat com-

mences, lurchingly.
BIG CLOSE UP. The lock on the door.
CUT (Drumbeat continuous)

INTERIOR HALLWAY KOMAROVSKY'S APARTMENT STUDIO
NIGHT WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the empty hallway of KOMARCVSKY's
prosperous bachelor home shooting towards the frosted-glass front
door.. LARA's shadowy outline appears, raises its hand and gives
three loud raps on the knocker. On SOUND the barking of a dog.
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EXTERIOR MOSCOC: STREECT DUSK  WINTER=-SNQOW

4738 CLCSE &:0T. 0Qutsice the door stands LARA, She
trarsfers PALsA'S nistol tc her right hand and puts
it inside ner wmuff. GLer breath swekes in the bitter
cold. uehird ner ni-ht is falling in the street.

473/  “EDIUM CLOSE ShOT. The door is'crened by an elderly
480 “ANSERVALT. On seeins LARG his nrofessionally
deferentizl expression lightens.

MANSERVALT
Ti:c Master's not at home, Miss Lara.

LARA (Uncounrehending, whispers)
Not at houe?

MANSERVAMT

He's gnne to the Sventytskis' Christmas
Party. (And as LARA meves) Are you going
there diss? (And as she doesn't answer)
Don't say I told you.

LARA
No. (A faint smile) Tharnk vou, Piotr.

She goes. CAMERA stays on ANSERYART who watches
her along the street. :

MANSERVANT
Merry Christmas ['iss Laral

CUT (Drumbeat Cut)
INTERIOR BALLRGOM  STUDIC OR LOCATION NIZHT  WINTER

481 CLCSE TRACKING 3dCT. YURI holding TCNYA'S hand at
the entrance to the CZVENTYTSKIS' ballroom. YURI is
turned back to their hostess whe is welcoming new
guests with rer huswvand.

YURI (Cheerfully)
Thauk vou! I'erry Caristmas to you!

Be and TOMYA, hand in hand, have turned about to
return Seasoral Greetings to a fellow Guest, in the
ballrcon of the Sventytskis'. - Behind and beyoad then
we see the entrahce irom the hallway, new guests
arriving. YURL and TONYA rosume their reranbulation
of the dance tloor but on SCUwD a heavy voice:
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Continucd

KCHAROVSKY (SCURD) R
lierry Christmas, Yuri Andreyevica,

TONYA looks first, something 'in the veice alarming
her. Then YURI.

SCENE NUMZERG 482 TO 485 CUT.

186

487

438

CLOSE TRACKING SFOT. Their PCV. LOMARCVSKY seated

in an alceve oponing off the dance floor. ne is
partnered Ly trree distinguished lcecling men, cne in
Court Uniform. bhe is forring a fan with his cards as
he looks at YURI with a measured, conterptucus glance.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI and TONYA. YURI looks at
him a moment, tows a bit stiifly. A waltz starts up;
ne leads TONYZ on tc the floor and they begin to gance.
She looks hack at KCMAROVSKY then up at YURI.

TONYA ,
¥hat a nasty looking man ...

CUT |
EXTERIOR 5LUM STREET  LCCATION  NIGHT  WINTER-SNCH

CLGSE TRACKING SHCT. LARA walking through a slum
market lit Ly nanthz flares. The volite rusic and
chatter of the party replaced by a strident din.
CAMERA PAdS as she turns a corner into a side alley,
the din dininishiug. -
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489 CLOSE SHOT. A STREET WALKER leans against a lamp-post in
foreground of picture. In background LARA approaches. As she
draws level the STREET WALKER gives what looks to LARA like
a smile of complicity; she almost runs out of picture. STREET
WALKER looks after her. o -

490 LONG SHOT. LARA hurries away round another corner.

491 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LARA, her muff clasped tightly to her,
is now in a quiet and highly respectable street, where decorous
festivities are glimpsed behind tall lighted windows. Her head
turns from side to side, lifted, looking to Heaven for some eleventh -
hour reprieve. More and more distressed she slows, she stops;
she leans against a wall looking abandoned, childish, unable to
cope. On SOUND we hear footsteps approaching from the opposite
direction. A man's figure crosses foreground of picture. The
sound of his footsteps slow: ' -

492 CLOSE SHOT. PASEA comes to a halt and turns looking at:

493 CLOSE SHOT. His POV. LARA, in deep shadow, her head turned
away from him.

494 CLOSE SHOT. PASHA. CAMERA PANS with him as he approaches
hesitantly, but when he speaks his voice is severe as well as :
concerned. _

PASHA ¢
Lara ... ? What's the matter
One glance tells him that his appearing at this moment is for her

. a shocking disaster. She steps off. CAMERA PANS. He over-
takes and arrests her. '

495 CLOSE SHOT. DPASHA and LARA,

(Bis face dark. Hard:)
We had an appointment this evening, Lara. Where
are you going? (He takes in her smart costume)

LARA (Between 2 whisper and a wail)
Haven't you read the letter? I left you a letter. .

- PASHA
I've not been home. I'm going home now.

He jerks his head unconsciously in the direction he was taking.
LARA nods her head vigorously at this, locks at iim for a second,
tears herself away and sets off again., CAMERA TRACKS BACK as
he follows at her elbow, alarmed and angry: ' .
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495 ° Continued

PASHA (Cont) _ _
Where are you going - ? I've a right tolknow! What's in
this letter? :

He holds her by the arm and makes her stop. ~ His face and voice
suddenly express chilly apprehension.

Lara, what's in this letter? (He falters) Lara ... are
you.... breaking ... ? .

LARA
1t's all in the letter.

PASHA

Lara ... what is?

LARA (With sudden depth)
'Everything. (And as she tries to draw away and he hangs
on to her, with sudden ferocity:) Don't! . L

And goes. PASHA'looks after her. Half turns to go towards his
home. But drumbeat, ominous, He looks back after:

496 MEDIUM SHOT. LARA hurrying towards a corner.  She turns it.

497 MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA walks swiftly after her. CAMERA
TRACKS BACK as he approaches the corner and PANS with him as
he rounds it into a MEDIUM SHOT over his shoulder. He stops.
LARA has gone. MUSIC comes from the first house in the street,
the SVENTYTSKIS'. Sleighs stand in the street outside.

498 CLOSE SHOT. PASHA. CAMERA TRACKS BACK as he walks
enquiringly towards the house.

499 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. His POV. A few late guests ascend
the steps, momentarily silhouetted by the light from the double doors
thrown open to receive them. As CAMERA approaches closer a
FOOTMAN closes one door, is about to close the other, but peers
out into the night and makes a contemptuous gesture of dismissal at:

500 CLOSE SHOT. DPASHA, lean and threadbare, standing looking back
at him. '

501 MEDIUM SEOT. FOOTMAN closes the door. Suddenly the lights go
out in the ballroom windows. On SOUND an agitated babbie.
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INTERINR LALLRGUN $TUDIO OR LOCATICH NIGLT

“Eniyr CLOSE r0t. "Och's!" and wgh's!"™ of
asurc and zurnurs of adniration oS T““Y' ana

7 n dozen cther vourg lacies with long tapers

*at tne candles of tue Christmas Tree in the

1

CLOSE #HOT, TCLVA, tavper in hand, sees:
] b ’

der ®OV. LARA'S nale face 1lit hy candlelight, in

tne shadow. She 3= TORYA have had & COmEnIaTy secret
confrontation. Ihe ballroowr lignts go up on LARA'S
facz. Clizrming and laugiter.

CLCSE 5-Ci. WOUAROVSRY playing, leans forward to

watch the fall of the cards. Upreads out his remaining
hnard., Tne others throw in theirs. KOMAROVEXLY grinms
wolfishly, nates down the sccve., MUSIC starts.

LARA skirts the dance~-floer, =earch1ng, keeping tc¢
the uall, ouff neld aich against her neart as il to

-still the pcanding there., GUESTS self-occupied.

YURI and TOKYA aance.

TOuHYA , .
yuri; there's an extraardinary cirl at
this party.

Yual
i know. I'u with her.

CLecE wi5T.  <OMARCVEKY and his frierds nizay in
1ntcxsc silence, oblivious to everything. #ADAVE

SVEHTY skl szils pzst them onto tie riddle of tae
flcox, nakes an r-‘s-lengtu resture to the
orchestra with her fza, half rowuzsn half 1mper10us,
and at the siynal, erchestra lzader brezks oif the
dance cn a grand cuord.

GULLIO agreen 2t 1y startled, lmok to their lhostess
for the cxpiznation, YUP1 and TOXYA among ther,
The rising tanble of curiesity cut intc hby:
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SQ9 Continued

MADAME SVERTYTSK
silence everybody! Eilence rlease!

MEDTUM SECT. The CA~ERA PANE with MADAME SVENTYTSKI
as she sails across the fleor towards YURI angd TONYA.

no! Ho! linsist on silence!l

Cuests obligingly shusi cne ~nother into silence,
YURI 2nd TONYA puzzled and curious like the rest.
tut the slightly too meznaging nestess takes them by
the hand. In the silence:

KOMAROVSKY (SCUND)
Fcur srades.

"Cherus cf Sh-sh!
SCENE_HUHBERS 510 TO 521 CUT.

522 MEDIUM SkOT. Through a2 gar of staring neople KOMAROVSKY
and his companicns lock up with some erbarrassment. '

523 CLOSE ShOT. NADAME SVENTYTSKI holding YURI and TONYA
by the hand. ' ‘

MADA!T SVENTYTEXI
1 have 2 very delightful anncuncement to
make - ! ’

TONYA (Alarmed)

Oh Madame Sventytski -
YURI (Smiling)

Yes, why nct?

MADAME SVENTYTSKI

Ana! 1 have to a2nncunce: that Dr. Yuri
Zhivage - (Murrur of pleasure from GUESTS) =
Yes, Doctor Zhivago - he cane third in all
lioscow = ' (Anplause in which TONYA
vigorously jcins e YURI'S pieasure) Now
listen! Dr. Zhivago is betrothed in marriage
to -

Pistol shot roars.
523 L0SG 31CT. The whole dance flcor, GUZSTS and SERVANTS,

a frc;en'tableau. Tocal silence. Then the souna of
2 chair beins pushed boer on voeden tloer.
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CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY rises slowly from the table, clutching
his wrist, incredulous. He glares with rage and fear at:

CLOSE SHOT. LARA. Still holding the pistol, white to the lips,
trembling, but in her eyes again the leonine anger. The pistol slips
from her fingers. :

CLOSE UP. The pistol falls to the floor with a clatter.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY looking at the pistol. On SOUND 2
wave of indignation sweeps the guests. _He turns his head.

.LONG SHOT. The GUESTS swoop {rom every side towards the

scene, & genteel mob.

CLOSE SHOT. A GRQUP OF MEN closes on LARA; shelis seized
with unnecessary roughness.,

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY, gripping his now bloody wrist,

. paralysed, surrounded by a flutter of ineffectial concern.

SVENTYTSKT pushes through with. YURI...

SVENTYTSKI
My dear Victor! My dear man!

KOMAROVSKY (Not moving, grinds between his teeth)
Get her out.

CLOSE UP. LARA, the terrible crisis past, held like a young
animal, is near fainting. - o

SVENTYTSKI (SOUND)}
" What -? :

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
Get her out ... get her out!

CLOSE UP. . TONYA stares at LARA with pity, horror, fascination.

SVENTYTSKI (SOUND)
Yes, yes. I'll get the Police.

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
No, not the Police!

MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA shooting down on the group around
KOMAROVSKY and LARA, o

1 do not want the Police! 1 - just - want < you - to get her
QUT!
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The essential coarseness and power of the man is audible in this
moment of uncontrol. An awkward silence falls. YURI examines
the wound. - ]

YURI
It's quite superficial.

MADAME SVENTYTSEI
Oh 'thank God!

There is the sound of 2 scuffle and 2 shout from the far end of the room.
All heads turn. -

LONG SHOT. TPASHA has thrust his way through a pair of flunkeys
at the door. He walks quite swiftly though tensely across the
deserted dance floor. CAMERA PANS with him into MEDIUM SEOT
as he approaches the group. Not only his weirdly incongruocus
appearance makes him formidable, It is evident he knows what he
is doing, that he despises everybody present, that this is no gesture
but deadly earnest. He walks to LARA without hesitation. - The men
holding her brace themselves.

SVENTYTSKI (Quick and low)
Let her go.

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA and LARA. The men release her. PASHA
takes her arm. She totters. He braces her. Looks al:

CLOSE SEOT. XOMAROVSKY absorbed in his wound, trembling.
YURI, back to camera, examining it.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA -and PASEA. He looks at her, hard and

unfriendly. Then, with a glance around the silent gaping faces,
begins to move her away. : '

CLOSE UP. YURI, looking over his shoulder, watching,

MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. The crowd of guests parting to let PASHA
and LARA through. .

CLOSE UP. TONYA, her eyes following:
CLOSE UP. LARA being led through the crowd.
CLOSE UP. TONYA, inexplicably fascinated.
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MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA leads LARA through the fringes of the
crowd out across the dance floor to the door. On SOUND the hubbub

starts afresh.

DISSOLVE
INTERIOR SVENTYTSKI BATHROOM ' STUDIO  NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. A large old-fashioned bathroom off the
SVENTYTSKIS' bedroom. YURI doctors KOMAROVSKY's hand,
while host and hostess listen. It seems that fright has chastened

him again:

KOMAROVSKY (Quiet, a bit shaky)

The girl bears me a grudge. To be honest, not without
grounds. She is a political enthusiast. I was instru-
mental in the prosecution of her brother. He got the
maximum sentence. Some of the evidence entered by
the Police was - questionable. I doubt if she's right

in the head. No, I'won't be party to any further
persecution of her, ' ,

SVENTYTSKI - .
But 2 hundred people saw it - the Police are bound to

act.

L}

KOMAROVSKY (A quiet smile)
Leave the Police to me, will you?

MADAME SVENTYTSKI (Breathing admiration)
Well I call that generous!

KOMAROVSKY :
Felicitata, I've all but ruined your delightful party.
Do see if you can salvage it. -

MADAME SVENTYTSKI (Warmly)
Of course! (Host and hostess rise)

SVENTYTSKI
Yuri, ;you're sure ...?

YURI :
It's quite superficial.
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The SVENTYTSKIS go. m, shirtsleeved, seated, continues
quietly busy with KOMAROVSKY's hand. KOMAROVSKY, shirt-
sleeved, seated, wonders how (o deal with him, At length says

quietly, almost ‘timidly:

KOMAROVSKY
Our destinies seem interwoven, don't they?

YURI
Yes ... 7?7

KOMAROVSKY
I was a close friend, of your father’s.

YURI (Taken a bit by surprise, glances up)
1 knew you were his business partner.

KOMAROVSKY (With modest dignity, ignoring the snub)

Rather more than that ..... (Softly) I was present at his
death.... (As one who shakes oif'a sad memory) I also

have contact with your brother.

YURI (Really surprised nbw)
Yevgraf? ' _

KOMAROVSKY
Well, 1 should say I have contact with those who are

in contact with him. Oh I don't agree with Bolshevism
- Thank you, you seem to know your trade. - (He rolls
down his sleeve on the neat bandage) - But I can admire
the Bolsheviks, as men. (Seriously:) Shalll tell you
why ? -

YURI (Intrigued)
Yes?

KOMAROVSKY (Mimes an eﬁaborate looking to see that
they are not overheard. Then:)
They may win.

The wry self-mockery is nicely done. YURI smiles, KOMAROVEKY
gives a soft, frank laugh. Then:
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YURI
1'd like to meet him - he sent me a marvellous letter

- He likes my poetry.

KOMAROVSKY (His face softens) '
Yes? That would have pleased your father ....
(Gently) He was nota bad man, Yuri. {Deprecating)

1f I may call you Yuri.

YURI (Troubled)
1 hardly knew him.

KOMAROVSKY
No ... (He seems to hesitate, then:) You will

perhaps not credit this, but ... he was devoted
to your mother.

YURI i$ more troubled still. This is an area in which be is very
vulnerable and KOMAROVEKY's tone has been perfect. YURL
locks at him, ‘wonderingly. As one who .feels he has gone as far

as is decent; briskly:

KOMAROVSKY '

well ...! (He takes a cigar from the pocket of
a coat hanging on the bathroom wall. Says off-
handedly:) I suppese 1 may continue to rely on
your (Lights the cigar) profassional discretion?

YURI's expression changes. He looks bitterly angry, as he under-
stands how he has been played.

YURI (Softly)
O-O-OOh R

He gets up, goes quickly and runs a tap Over his hands. His
back turned, says:

You mean, will I tell anyorne the truth about - that
girl?
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KOMAROVSKY (Watching him narrowly)
That's what I mean, yes.

YURI (Drying his hands)
You may continue to rely on my professional
etcetera. .

KOMAROVSKY (Freed from fear, can answer
contempt with contempt)
You're fastidious, aren't you?

YURI goes for his coat, which brings him near to KOMAROVSKY.
He says, in a tone doubly insulting for being clinical rather than
indignant, as though KOMAROVSKY were some bacterial infection:

YURL :

What happens to a girl like that? When & man like
you has finished with her?

KOMAROVSKY |
Interested? (The word exhales cigar smoke over
Yuri, who blinks) I give:her to you.

YURI
You shouldn't smoke; you've had a shock.

He takes the cigar from KOMAROVSKY's mouth, as gently as
withdrawing a thermometer and tosses it into: ‘

CLOSE UP. The TOILET.

CLCSE UP KOMAROVSKY's eyes snap.
KOMAROVSKY .
1 give her to you, Yuri Andreyevich. (Takes
his coat, going turns, adds viciously like a curse)
Wedding present.

CLOSE UP. YURI looking after him.

CcuUT
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' 103 .
INTERIOR -PASHA'S ROOM STUDIOC NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA enters PASHA's little room, dark and
austere as a monk's cell.  She is followed in by PASHA. The
wedge of feeble light shows a letter lying on the floor. LARA picks |
it up.

PASHA
Give me that.

LARA (Obeys, but pleads)

Please don't read it, Pasha, please ...
PASHA )
You'd petter sit down.

He takes the letter over to a chair and table by the window, picks up
a box of matches and lights: :

CLOSE SHOT. A CANDLE in the frosted window. The CAMERA
is shooting from outside. In foreground we see the plurred image
of PASHA sit at the table and open the envelope, in background LARA
sitting on a small ped.  The CANDLE warms a small EYE-HOLE in
the frost. As this expands it shows us bright and clear, through the
clear glass, the letter in PASHA's trembling hand and LARA watching
him fearfully. The hole in the frost gradually expands to the size

of a saucer. A bell tolls, and is joined by all the bells of the City in
‘Christmas carilions. PASHA finishes the jetter and turns to LARA.
Somehow she sustains his gaze but when he rises, goes and stands
over her she flinches. Shaking the letter he shouts a question.
‘Dumbly she nods... He locks incredulous at the letter in his hand.
Shouts another questions.  Again she nods. He lifts his hand to
strike her. '

CLOSE SHOT. (Inside the room) LARA closes her eyes and waits
the biow. It does not come. Then he sits on the bed, his back to
her; we hear his groan of banked~down emotion. LARA raises her
head, looks at: : ) .

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET LOCATION WINTER-SNOW

CLOSE SHOT.  The CANDLE in the window.. The CAMERA TRACKS
forward into a CLOSE UP of the melted eye~hole.  Then PANS down-
wards into the street. A SLEIGH is passing below.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURIand TONYA in the sleigh.. Both
look abstracted. YURI turns looking upwards.
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MEDIUM CLOSE SBOT. Tracking from YURTS POV. The candle
in the window. '

CLOSE TRACKING SEOT YURI AND TONYA

TONYA (Softly, poignantly:)
Yuri, (He turns) where have you geen that girl before?

YUR! (Smiling sympathetically at her jealousy)
‘What makes you think I've seen her belore?

TONYA (Looks at him)
Baven't you? -

YURI
Yes.

TONYA
Where?

YURI L
I'm not supposed to say. It was on a case. Not very
nice. Her mother - - '

TONYA ’ ' \
No, don't tell me; {f you're not supposed to say ...

YURI takes her sad and gentle profile, turns’ it geni‘.ly towards himself.

He kisses her. After a moment she responds urgently.
CUT | '
INTERIOR PASHA'S ROOM  STUDIO  NIGHT

' CLOSE SHOT. The EYE-BOLE in the window as seen from out-

side. Beyond in MEDIUM SEOT, PASHA and LARA as before. He
stirs. She looks with dawning hope. Ee has put his hand out behind
him. Hesitantly she takes it. He whips round, clutches her to him-
self desperately. But somehow, it is his head which is on her
shoulder, she who is comforting him, more like mother and child
than lovers.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR BELFRY LOCATION DAY SUMMER

CLOSE SHOT. A PAIR of GILDED BELLS tumbles ina beliry.
A nuptial carillon. -
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EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET DAY SUMMER

CLOSE SEOT. A PRIEST raises his hand. It is not a bridal pair
he blesses but:: ' . ' :

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. A MILITARY PARADE in the Gromekos'
street. The CAMERA is shooting over the back of the PRIEST
who stands on church steps.

LONG SHOT. The 1914 SOLDIERS sleg along beneath Tsarist
standards, led by mounted OFFICERS and a BRASS BAND. Eight
abreast they pass in a flutter of handkerchiefs and raised hats.
Patriotic ladies and gentlemen fill the balconies and line the pave-
ments.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. On the GROMEKOS' balcony are serious
uncertain faces, no patriotic fervour. From here the parade with
its wobbling banners is reminiscent of the Demonstrators. ANNA
is in a bath-chair now. TONYA carrying a baby boy. YUR]
clder. - '

) & :
CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. | A colossal banner-portrait of the Tsar -
towards the tail of the procession. Seneath it walks a little flock
of VOLUNTEERS in varied civilian dress, some earnest, some
drunk, some plain seedy. As others step from the pavement to
join them there is applause and they are welcomed with a pat on the
back and a shake of the hand by one or two RECRUITING SERGEANTS.

CLOSE SEOT. In foreground of picture stands a man in black
tarpaulin coat fastened with a rope, no shirt, bare-chested. His
face is away from CAMERA watching the procession marching past
in background. He turns his head. . It is YEVGRAF. On SOUND

his narration begins: '

YEVGRAF (SOUND) '
In bourgeois terms it was a war between the Allies and

Germany. In Bolshevik terms it was a war between
the Allied and.the German upper classes. And which of
them won was a matter of indifference.

Astonishingly, he steps off the pavement, CAMERA PANNING with
him, and joins the VOLUNTEERS.

CLOSE SHOT. A little group of people on the pavement applauding him.
CLOSE TRACKING SEOT. YEVGRAF marching in the ranks.
' 'I‘wa.s ordered by the PARTY to enlist, I gave my name

as Petrov. (A particularly loud burst of shouting) They
were shouting for Victory all over Europe; praying for
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. 573 Continued

| g YEVGRAF (Cont)
SR | Victory - to the same God. My task, the Party's task,
was to organise defeat.

RECRUITING SERGEANT gives him a pat on the back and handshake.
He accepts both without 2 flicker.

- From Defeat would spring the Revolution. And the
Revolution would be Victory - for us- The Party
looked to the conscript peasants.

574 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. His POV. The backs of the heavily
' laden SOLDIERS tramping along ahead of him.

~ Most of them wearing their ﬁrst' good pair of boots.
CAMERA PANS down to their marching feet.
When the boots ware out they'd be ready to listen.

575 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YEVGRAF. Raises his eyes, looks
ahead. ' _

When the time came I was able to take three battalions
with me out of the Front Line. The best day's work I
ever did. ' R .

A well-dressed LADY kisses YEVGRAF's hand and gives him flowers.
He gives her a pale smile as=:

But for the moment ther® was nothing to be done. There
were too many Volunteers. (Sardonmic) Like me.
A : (Rather sadly) I sometimes wondered why there were
' 50 many Volunteers.

DISSOLVE .

*

EXTERIOR COUNTRY VILLAGE LOCATION DAY SUMMER

576 MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA, carrying a tiny dark-haired girl, holding
L.ARA by the hand, both silent, walks along the dusty road of 2 small
rustic towh towards CAMERA. We see Mongolian horses tethered,
hens, an ASIATIC-LOCKING PEASANT with a flock of geese.

Mostly it was mere hysteria. But there were men with
better motives, men who saw the times were critical and
wanted a man's part.
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576 Continued

'PASHA hands the child to LARA, goes.into a recruiting booth covered -
with crudely patriotic anti-German posters. A RECRUITING
SERGEANT goes inside the dark interior with PASHA leaving LARA, -
back to CAMERA in foreground.

TEVGRAF (Cont) . '

Good men wasted. The man's part lay in the Party, then
as always. (His voice changes from the chillingly dogmatic
to the oddly tender:) Unhappy men too. Unhappy in their
jobs - : '

§77 CLOSE SHOT. LARA and CHILD waiting, locking more than
distressed at his going, looking whipped.

Unhappy with their wives.: Doubting themselves.
Happy men don't volunteer ...

CcuT

INTERIOR HOSPITAL WARD STUDIO NIGET WINTER

578 MEDIUM SHOT. YURIand NURSING SISTER walking through
a huge, ill-lit wardofa Moscow Hospital. They come toa halt
in CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF over, on a note of relief:

They wait their turn and thank God if their age, OT
work, delays it. |

579 MEDIUM CLCSE SHOT. POV YURI. His patients are 21l men, all
with bandaged wounds, covered with uniform blankets, some wita
Army greatcoats too, lying in beds and on the floor between the beds.

The ones who got back home at the price of an arm, or
an eye, or a leg, these were the lucky ones.

cuT
- EXTERIOR TRENCHES LOCATION DAY WINTER - SNOWING

580 LONG SHOT. The unlucky ones are strung up, dead, on the frosted
wire entanglements of the Russian Front in Winter. Nothing moving

but thin snowfall.

58] CLOSE SHOT One of the hanging dead. He is frozen rock-hard.
Crystals of white ice cover his face as they cover his clothes.
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CLOSE SHOT. The legs, shoulder, and twisted arm of a man
protrude from a water-filled shellhole. ~The surface of the water
frozen in fanciful patterns.

YEVGRAF (SOUND) (Cont) :
Even Com-ade Lenin underestimated both the anguish of
that nine-hundred-mile-long Front -

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Along the parapet of a frozen trench are
men or more corpses. We cannot see which for they are perfectly
still and the snow falls indifferently on both. One of them stirs;
settles, hopelessly.

- and our cursed capacity -for suffering.

SLOW DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR TRENCHES  LOCATION DAY  WINTER-SNOW

LONG SHOT. A different part of the Front. One massive sheet of
iron-hard snow and ice. No wite. (The frozen surface dips
unbrokenly to form the walls and floor of a trench). A ground mist
smokes low oves all in a faint moaning wind.

By the second Winter of the War, the boots had worn
out. But.the line still held.

MEDIUM PANNING TO CLOSE SEOT. In the trench, men, sullen,
ragged, unshaven, locking resentfully upwards. . e

Their greatcoats fell to pieces on their backs.
Their rations were irregular. Half of them went
into action without arms, led by men they didn't trust -

CLOSE SHOT. . Above the trench stands a smart young OFFICER
beautifully dressed in full uniform, his back turned to us, carrying
a pistol.

who might have been men from a different planet.

On SOUND a distant angry shout. He whips round:

OFFICER
Come on you bastards-!

CLOSE SHOT.  The men in the trench looking up at him,

unresponsive.



586

589

590

. 591

£92
593

594
585

596

597

596

109

LONG SHOT. Looking along the trench. More unresponsive
men and other OFFICERS. A single figure climbs out of the trench.

It is: .
CLOSE SHOT. PASHA, now a Regimental Sergeant Major.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
And those they did trust -

PASHA
Come on, Comrades!

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
- paid with their lives to earn: that trust.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Reluctantly, men begin to climb from the
trench. . . ‘

CLOSE UP. "PASHA

PASHA
Comeon.... !l

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. More men climbing out.

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA gestures with his arms, turns and sets off,
CAMERA TRACKING beifore him.

MEDIUM SHOT. More and more climb.out, .bégin to run slowly
after him. . :

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. .CAMERA TRACKING behind PASEA
as he runs forward into the mist. A machine-gun begins to fire.

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA running, ecstatic.  He laughs genuinely
battle-crazy, shouting:

PASHA
Comrades! Earthshakers! Show them! .

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA TRACKING across the path
of the oncoming men, excited now, running hard over the iron-hard
snow, shouting, stumbling in flapping foot-gear, half without weapons
or with clubs made out of lumps of branch. A man goes down, his
rifte is snatched up as they sweep past.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. PASHA. On SOUND the crackle of
small-arms fire and the wail of mortar shells. A fountain of
biack earth shoots up behind him. For a split second his face is

" {lluminated as if by a brilliant flash-light.
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509 MEDIUM’ SHOT TRACKING (Hand-held) PASHA'S POV. Black
earth springing up out of the whiteness just ahead of him. The
CAMERA lurches over.

600 MEDIUM SEQT. Fountains of earth against the sky.

601/ LONG SHOT. Earth falling from the sky and spattering the snow.

803 PASHA has gone. The shouting falters. Men stand uncertainly,
waver. More small-arms fire. A man drops to the ground. The
wailing comes again.

604 CLOSE SEOT. The OFFICER. He shouts:

OFFICER (Desperate)
Keep moving, lads!

605 MEDIUM SHOT. The men break and run.
' DISSOLVE o |

606 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. A rain-swept trench. Men crouching
dumbly, ankle deep in melting snow and water. Visibility reduced
to some thirty yards. The CAMERA begins to CRANE slowly
upwards through the downpour. ' J

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

At last they did what all the armies dreamed of doing.

They began to go home.

Along the trench we see menrrising to their feet-and going. There
is no extitement; it is the consummation of something long thought
about. _

A gradual thing at first. And resisted desperately
by the High Command. But that was the beginning of
the Revolution.

The CAMERA, now in high-angle LONG SHOT, shows the soldiers
groping across the piebald ground into the mist leaving behind the
trench littered with abandoned weapons and garbage.

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR COUNTRY ROAD LOCATION DAY EARLY SPRING
§07 HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. A column of troops approaches us on

a dead straight road through agricultural country: The fields are

brown witp-occasional white patches, the remains of winter,snow-
drifts. ' -
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608 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The coiumn is led by 2 beef-faced
COLONEL and his younger 91C on horseback. Other mounted
OFFICERS shepherded the tramping troops who are sullen-faced,
in a motley of regimental aniforms, some without packs or rifles.
At the rear, the transport waggons.

809 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. At the front of the big covered waggon
with 2 Red Cross target on it VURI sits.  His uniform is stained
.and threadbare. He looks along:

610 LONG SHOT TRACKING. His POV. The rising-falling heads
of the columan. It is ascending a hill. The CO and 2IC have nearly
reached its brow.

611 CLOSE TRACKING SEOT. COLONEL and 2IC crane in their saddles:

612 LONG SHOT TRACKING. Their POV. Cresting the brow we see
the road continuing through the same". landscape and, approaching us,
a ragged tatterdemalion crowd, roughly centred on scme kind of
waggon. Behind them, stragglers stretch to the horizon.

613 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT.  2IC alert and worried, COLONEL
savagely contemptuous. '

COLONEL
Deserters ...

614 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The waggon of deserters a score of
shrouded figures rocking to its motion. =~ Others all about them

on the road. Those on the waggon number geveral wounded, others:
who have their place by right of age and some by right of strength.
We see OLD SOLDIER, a wrinkled, mild-eyed peasant, and
BOLSHEVIK - a rather fine-faced man with hard eyes under 2 head
bandage and with his arm in splints. He is looking off, ahead.

BOLSHEVIK
Replacements ...

The figure seated by OLD SOLDIER turns its head to look.
615 CLOSE UP TRACKING. Itis LARA. She is locking at:

616 LONG SHOT TRACKING. - Her POV. The column cresting the
hill's brow. .

617 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. “YURI rises, looking towards the brow
of the hill. - )
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MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The DESERTERS around the waggon

" locking ahead at the approaching column. Uneasy, frightened faces

few of them are armed. Some of them begin to break up and
scatter into the fields. ‘

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The BOLSHEVIK stands up beside LARA
and shouts: ‘

BOLSHEVIK
Come back! Stick together!!

LONG SHOT. The Column, headed by the COLONEL and 21C
entering foreground, the deserters down the road in background.
The BOLSEEVIK has had his effect. The rabble stopsiTuniing

through the fields and begins terzéeturn. totheroad.

CLOSE TRACKING SHEOT. COLONEL and 2IC whio glances nervously
at his Senior's blood-suffused face.

| .

COLONEL
Muck.. HBuman muck...

21C a
Steady sir; easy <oes it

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. BOLSHEVIK, now seated again,
and LARA rivetted with mingled horror and admiration.

BOLSHEVIK
Stick together and we'll be alright. (Adds) And be
ready for them! —

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The tront of the Column.

21C (Bellows)
Slo-o-ope, arms!

The TROOPS obey, keeping step, left-right, military.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Low angle) Walking alongside the cart,
(everybody, LARA included, now looking oif towards the approaching

battalion whose tramp-tramp we can hear) is a BEARDED DESERTER.

His fingers crook and uncrook as he groans:

BEARDED DESERTER
1 haven't :got 2 gun.

BOLSHEVIK assesses his man. Stoops, produces his rifle and gives
it.to him.
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Continued

BOLSHEVIX .
Here. Be steady.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Low angle) COLONEL and 2IC. ‘The
CO is looking straight ahead of him @s though nothing existed
between him and the horizom, his jaw clamped.

“are
Now steady sir, for God's sake.

LONG SHOT. The COLUMN and the DESERTERS approaching °
each other, now only some thiTty yards apart, from either
side of screen.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. COLONEL and 2IC. The COLONEL
is looking covertly down his nose at:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Their POV the RABBLE, almost
underneath theiz hooves. Will the rabble make way?

CLOSE UP TRACKING. The COLONEL raises his eyes to dead
ahead. ' .

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA TRACKING behind and to
the side of the COLONEL and the front of the column as it
approaches the deserters. At the last minute the LEADING
DESERTERS part, comingtoa standstill on either side of the
road. In silence the TROOPS march on through, the DESERTERS
making way as they come.

CLOSE TRACKING SEOT. COLONEL and 2IC. One looking
ahead, the other from side to side.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Their POV. The DESERTERS
parting before them. :

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA shooting over the parting
DESERTERS in foreground straight on to the COLONEL and
the MARCEING COLUMN in background.

LONG SHOT. The TROOPS march on through. A static frieze
of sullen, wondering or resentfu} faces on either side of-them.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A section of marching TROOPS. An
occasicnal glance at: ' _

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Their POV the DESERTERS standing
watehing.

—————- ot g e - e e - e = — A e
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MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA following a section of
troops marching between the lines of silent DESERTERS. On
SOUND a voice says: .

DESERTER (SOUND)
Where are you going, Brothers?

Eyes {licker towards the speaker. Another voice says:

ond DESERTER (SOUND, sympathetic as. well as
jeering) Cannonfodder. .

| Again the ranks flicker, one man losing his step.

BIG CLOSE UP. The OLD SOLDIER. He calls out with strange
passion: - .

OLD SOLDIER
Turn round lads!

LONG SHOT. The battalion disappearing into the rabble, CO and
21C almost through, but a swirl and a shouting developing.

MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. The DESERTERS are physically forcing
the troops from the ranks, the TROOPS more than half willing.
DESERTERS shouting. ' , _
CLOSE SHOT. More TROOPS being pulled from the ranks.
DESERTERS laughing and patting their backs. '

" CLOSE SEOT. One of the TROOPERS suddenly stops marchmg;

calls with fury as others pile up behind him;
. TROOPER . | |
Tarn round, lads!

Immediate uproar.

MEDIUM SHOT. The COLONEL, furious, twists round to
identify the renegade. Buta DESERTER kicks his horse in the
belly and he can barely control it.

LONG SHOT. Locking back down the road from the head of the
column. The TROOPERS in {front come to a halt and turn.
Pandemonium is nreaking out at the back where TROOPERS and
DESERTERS mingle indiscriminately.
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g45/ MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. A screenful of TROOPERS and DESERT-
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ERS. Scme shouting and waving fists, -and others still laughing,
excited, scared by what they have done. One or two TROOPERS
throwing their weapons OVer the heads of the crowd into the fields, -
others embracing. :

CLOSE SHOT. In the foreground of the picture is a large water-
butt standing against a cattle shelter. In background the mob.

A beautiful pair of riding boots climb up on the lid of the butt. On
SOUND a loud pistol shot. The shouting dies, the laughter fades.

TROOPERS and DESERTERS are looking up at:

MEDIUM SHOT. Over the heads of the men in the road we see

that the boots on the ‘water -hutt belong to a young CAPTAIN. BHe
holsters his pistol, smiles round at the mob. Heisa rakish

young fellow, a vnatural leader”, one of those who "find themselves”
in war. His stained amiform bears an award for gallantry. He _
cocks his hat at a yet more rakish angle to show what kind of a chap
he is, puts his hands on his hips, and looks round at his audience

in comical suzprise. A little sheepish laughter from the more
easily duped immediateyy about him. He locks down, StoOps:

 CAPTAIN : .
Where are you going, Daddy?

A mumbled gnonymous response. The CAPTAIN straightens.

CLOSE SHOT. The CAPTAIN in profile, the men Jocking up at
him. '

Home! (He looks them over, nods:) Good idea! You
. go home! And give your trousers to your wives! And
let them come out here - and fight for your children!

An uproar of protests, but it has a resentful. guiity ring to it,
not rage. He rides into it:

No? Who will then?

A silence. CAMERA PANS off the CAPTAIN on to the elementary

faces looking up at him.

CLOSE SHOT. CAPTAIN straightens his cap to show that the
funny part is over-

Now listen lads ... ! (He points dramatically)
Ten miles up that road, are the Germans!
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Continued '
A VOICE calls something. He jumps fn: '
CAPTAD_I (Cont)
o 2 g T
MEDIUM SHOT. Looking down on the crowd of men. .

(SOUND)
You've let them in!

But now a more ominous rising murmurmbegins. They can't
answer his argument but they can se€ where it will take them.

CLOSE SHOT. The CAPTAIN. - He rides into it with a
dramatic gesture to emphasise each period:

They're coming for your wives el
Your houses ... ! Your country... !

CLOSE UP. The BOLSHEVIK. The murmur is still rising.

BOLSHEVIK -
Your country, Officer!

CLOSE UP. The CAPTAIN. Murmur rises. He must almost
shout, struggling to regain his mastery of them:

"CAPTAIN , ,
Yes! My country! And proud of -

He has struck a rhetorical stance and:
CLOSE UP. The lid of the water-butt rotates.

CLOSE SHOT. In goes the CAPTAIN, all dignity and influence
swamped.

MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. A screen full of violently laughing
faces. On SOUND a shot. The laughter stops. * :

CLOSE SHOT. A BEARDED DESERTER lowers his rifle.
CLOSE SHOT. The surface of the water butt. The buttocks

and legs of the ccrpse rctating quite slowly, appear, roll
over and submerge peacefully. -
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CLOSE UP. LARA staring at this. On SOUND the wild
dist:rbing double-beat of swans flying. Startled she locks up at:

MEDIUM SHOT. The swans flash over the cattle-shelter roof
and away from it all.

CLOSE UP. YURI locking at them. On SOUND pandemonium
breaks out. '

1.ONG SHOT. OFFICERS are rushed and dragged from their
horses, using their pistols as they fall.

CLOSE PANNING SHOT. The 21C, still mountéd, desperately:
sabres his way through the chaos towards the side of the road.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA watching this, horrified.

MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. 2IC manages to break through off the
road. CAMERA PANS with him as he starts a furious gallop
across open country. . :

CLOSE UP. LARA watching him. On SOUND a shot.

LONG SHOT. Her POV. . The 2IC still going hard. On SOUND
another shot. He keeps going. Two shots, and down he comes.

CLOSE UP. LARA. On SOUND some laughter and cheers. She
turns back to the road. .
MEDIUM LONG SHOT. One man alone raised prominently above
the swaying mob, is still mounted. The COLONEL. He sits
bolt upright, parade-ground fashion in his splendid uniform..

One hand holding the reins, the other negligently at his side.

As his horse edges forward the men find themselves reluctantly
giving way;:, the mob noise diminishing.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The COLONEL's blood-suffused face
is set in a tense malignant glare; he knows that his life hangs by
the thread of his habitual aunthority. He glares down at:

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. His POV. The men stare back at
him equally tense, with open hatred, making wWay more and more
reluctantly. The noise diminishes further.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The pandemonijum ceases. Every head
is turned to where the COLONEL edges forward, the mob thick
before him.
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CLOSE SHOT. YURI watches the trial of wills, fascinated.
Knowing that froublé must come, he gets lightly down from his
waggon. Those about him glance briefly at his Red Cr-oss armlet,
tacn away to watch. .

MEDIUM SEHOT. The COLONEL, breathing hard now, his horse
going forward oy inches. Still the men daTe nol attack him, but
they won't get out of his way and those behind press forward. The
horse is literally shouldering the men aside. One goes down. He
cries out. An immediate rising murmur-swelling to a:roar.and:

OLOSE SHOT. A SOLDIER seizes the COLONEL's foot, and
with a terTific heave sends him sailing out of the saddle.

MEDIUM SHOT. The COLONEL falls on the far side of his horse
into a sea of roaring and laughing men. They fling him like a
massive doll, from hand to hand, to hand, to hand. He falls and

" disappears. Rifle butts are raijsed. A terrible scuffle and

pounding begins.

CLOSE UP. LARA transfixed. On SOUND the laughter disappears
from the roal.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. A screenful of savagely shouting and
swaying men, all struggling like schoolboys to be in on the kill.
Then one of them rises, holding up the COLONEL's epaulettes.
His face is fixed in a frantic grin. Then his expression changes:

MEDIUM SEOT. His POV. LARA standing on the waggon,
staring down at them all, appalled. On SOUND the noise modulates.

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA's POV. More and more men looking up
at her in guilty silence.

684 CLOSE UP. LARAas before.

§85 / MEDIUM SHOT. The MEN, silent now, looking up at LARA.

667

668

The man with the epaulettes throws them away, pushes through

the mob. Others follow suit. The movement becomes general,

the whole screenful lurching away in the direction of desertion, faster
and faster, pushing one another, some still defiant, some laughing,
others guilty and sheepish.

DISSOLVE

LONG SEOT.. SOLDIERS and DESERTERS alike now, streaming
back over the b-ow of the hill in a disorderly stream.
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689 CLOSE SHCT. VYURI pushes his way through the tail
end of the DESERTERS. Stops and stares at:

690 MEDIUM LONG LEOT. His POV. LARA ijs standing among
the "debris" about twenty yards away, stunned.
Distant gunfire. - .

YURI walks towards ner. At his fcet one of the prcne
figures groans, rolls onto its back. YURI is
.arrested. re stoops. The figure is the BOLSHEVIK.
YURI lcoks up at:

his POV, LARA

YURI
Are you a nurse?.

LARA (Faintly)
Yes.

YURI (Almost curtly)
Are you all right?

LARA (Hofe strongly)
Yes,

YURL
Then help me.

DISSCLVE
SCENE NUMZERS 641 TO 658 CUT.
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EXTERIOR COUNTRY ROAD LOCATION SUNSET EARLY
SPRING

LONG SEOT horizontal. The waggoﬁ passes a Tow of trees.
Silhouetted against the reddening sky we see YURI emerge {rom
the interior and pat the driver's shoulder. He pulls up the horses.

CLOSE UP. A SOLDIER lies on a stretcher on the floor of the
waggon. As it jolts to a halt he winces and moans with pain.
YURI's feet hurry by. “The SOLDIER follows him with his .eyes.
On SOUND the noise of the tail-board being lowered with a crash.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI assists LARA to descend. She says, rather
breathless: ‘

LARA
Doctor, I ought to tell you; I'muaota trained nurse, I'm
a Volunteer. .

YURI
I see..

He is supporting the tailboard horizontallyon its chain. He looks
at her. ‘ .

Why did you volunteer?

LARA :
1 came out to find my husband.

vuRT (Looking insice the <aggon)
'Ve‘rz gently. :

702 CLOSE SHOT. OLD SOLDIER and another are sliding the ‘groaning

man along the floor. oo

703 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA.

YURI (To LARA)
Have you ever seen an operation?

LARA
Yes.

YURI ,
We'll manage.

¢ The stretcher comes out on the tailboard.

DISSOLVE
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EXTERIOR ‘COUNTRY ROAD  STUDIO NIGET

CLOSE SHOT. Night. YURI is carrying out an operation on the
man, using the tailboard as an operating taple. LARA and OLD
SOLDIER hold lanterns for him. He is watched from within by
such of the wounded as are conscious, and surrounded by a ring

of casual DESERTERS standing in the road. . Their primitive faces
wince instinctively at this long-drawn, meticulous manipulation of
human tissues. On SOUND foetsteps at a shuffling run approach.

YURI is utterly absorbed, his nose inches from his work, his face

" absorbed and selfless.

705

706

LARA watches YURI's face. On :SOUND the footsteps approach and
stop. All but LARA turn. From the darkness:

VOICE (Breathless) '
They're in the next village, Brothers ... The Germans.

A general murmur and stir. OLD SOLDIER's lantern lurches.

OLD SOLDIER
Your Honour -

YURI _

No, keep still.
His voice, so incongruously mild, crisp, abstracted, has'more
effect than a shouted command. They turn instinctively back to
him for a beat; then begin to break away in silence. -

CLOSE UP. LARA. ©She looks at him with double interest. Has
he simply not heard the alarming news? _

DISSOLVE

CLOSE SEOT. YURI applies himself with special delicacy to
the concluding stitches of the wound, straightens himself almost
reluctantly. Behind him the road is now empty except for LARA
and OLD SOLDIER. The occasional gunfire seems nearel.
looking with deep pleasure at what he has done; says to LARA:

YURI
That's not bad, is it?

LARA (Smiles at him)
1 don't know. It locked marvellous to me.
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Continued

They smile freely at one another, relieved and
triunphant. Then his smile fadas. Reaching for
2 bandage:

YURI
Did ycu find your husband?

LARA
No.

.OLD SCLDIER
Your Honour -

YURI (bandaging)
Yes; we'd better be off.

DISSOLV:
EXTERIOR COUNTRY RGAD LOCATION DAY SPRING

LONG SHCT. The waggon on the road and 2 procession
before and after -of DESERTERS znrd REFUGEES. The
fields now hazed with green, sunshine, white clouds -
a change of climate, terrain and mood.

LARA is drinking from a water-bottle, her throat
muscles moving. Lowering the bottle she finds that

she is:
feing watched by YURI.

LARA is not annoyed cr flustered (She knows whatever
else he is decing he is not ogling het) but she is 2
‘bit amused and very curicus. She mzkes to speax,
thinks better of it, loaking away from him, corking
the bottle, but then, locking pack, zlmost apolegetic:

LARA ’
Yeu lock =t me a2s though you know me. (Since

he dcesn't deny it, a dit surprised) Do you?
YURI ‘

I've seen. ycu. (She tilts her head). FouT
years ago.. Christmas Eve. : '

She works it out. Realizes.
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Centinued

LaRA

Oh ... Were you there? (de nods, once.
She looks away. #ith a mice drymess but
scftly:) No wonder you look 2t me.

(Then locking &t him with more edge:) Did
you know - Victor Komarovsky?

YUR1
Yes 1 did.

LARA :
Oh. (She looks down, colouring)

YURI (Steadily)
The younz man who took yom away = ...

LARA

My husband.
* YURI

Lot of courage.

LARA (Looks up; trusts him: whispers
fervent:) Yes. ‘

YURI T
He made the rest of us loock very feeble.
(She r:ods enthusiasticzally, not wanting or
nct able to steak, YURI slowly) As 2 matter
of fact ... I thoucht you both éid ... (She
looks a2t him hard) Geod man to shoot at.

LARA

1'd give anything ... never to have met him.
She looks awsy agein over the fields of infant wheat.

DISSOLVE
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EXTERIOR COUNTRY CROSS-RQADS' LOCATION DAY

SUMMER :

MEDIUM SHOT. A line of poplar trees in full leaf against blue
sky. CAMERA PANS downwards disclosing an avenue between grass-
green wheat fields where the procession of refugees has come to a
halt. Fires have been lit and everybody is sprawled out in the shade
of the trees or under their vehicles. The PAN continues into a
CLOSE SHOT of LARA washing up mugs and plates by the side of the
Red Cross waggon and ends on a CLOSE UP of YUR], lying on his
back in the grass, loocking up at: )

MEDIUM SHOT . EHis POV. The top of the poplars, their leaves
shimmering in the summer breeze.

CLOSE UP. YURI. On sound an important hooting. He lazily
turns his head.

LONGSHOT. EHis POV. The procession continues up to a T-
shaped cross roads where a command post has been set up, and

.where the head of another procession joins it. The hooting comes

from a little van approaching along the third road.

CLOSE SHOT. The command post. Semi-civilian OFFICIALS
with arm-bands checking papers and taking particulars from ...
REFUGEES. ' The van pulls up. A man ip the.back cuts the string
of a massive wad of broadsheets, dumps a handful on to the command -
post table, and the van drives off. On SOUND excited eager voices
as refugees crowd in to grab the sheets.

s\ EDIUM SEOT. From haliway down sha road towards YORI we see
the van approaching and hooting with excitement. The man in the
back is throwing out broadsheets to the refugees on either side of
the road. They rise to their feet to pick up the papers forming a
human bow-wave behind the van. '

CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YURI who rises to his feet and
steps out into the road. He catches one of the broadsheets as the

van passes by.

CLOSE SEOT. OLD SOLDIER has also caught a broadsheet.  He
turns it round and about, hopelessly. He cannot read.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI gives the contents of his broadsheet. to the
others, all including LARA, listen avidly with various degrees of
comprehension. OLD SOLDIER doesn't take it in at all, looks to
LARA.
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727

728

728

YURI
The Tsar's in prison ... Lenin's in Moscow ... Civil
War has started.

. BOLSHEVIK (Sangs his fist on the waggon side)
Good!

LARA
Civil War - Good?

BOLSHEVIK (Delight makes him aimost amiable)
Not good, Comrade nurse = ipevitable. But Lenin in
Moscow ...! (Heisas radiant as a Christian at the
Second Coming)

OLD SOLDIER (To LARA, timidly)
This Lenin - will he be the new Tsar then?

BOLSEEVIK (Takes him by the shoulder with loving
ferocity; very moved)

Listen Daddy, no more Tsars. No more Masters. Only
Workers - in a Worker's State. How about that?

An OFFICIAL has approached the fringes of the group and now he
speaks: s

OFFICIAL _
1s there a Doctoriwith this: unit?’

YURI
Yes?

OFFICIAL
" Follow me please.

cuT

INTERIOR HOSPITAL STUDIO DAY SUMMER

LONG SEOT. The hall of a big country house is filled with about
2 hundred and fifty wounded, attended listlessly by PEASANT
WOMEN. .

EXTERIOR HOSPITAL LOCATION DAY SUMMER

MEDIUM SHOT. Framed by the openrircnt door we see the
courtyard where the Red Cross waggon is pulling up. YURI
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dismounts and follows the OFFICIAL up the steps and past
CAMERA as LARA climbs down from the waggon. ’

CLOSE SHOT. LARA. She locks about at:
MEDIUM SHOT. Under a tree:lie more wounded and sick.

INTERIOR HOSPITAL STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and OFFICIAL. YURI comes toa standstill
looking around the hall as LARA comes through the front door in

_ the background.

YUR! (Appalled, but low:)
1 can't deal with this ...

OFFICIAL
Ozder of the Provisional Government. (He slaps a paper

into YURD's hand) You'll have to try, Friend.

He turns and goes. LARA takes his place beside YURL also
looking azound. They both stand for 2 moment, then he moves

forward.

733 REVERSE SHOT. YURI walking away down the hall.  LARA

following.
DISSOLVE
INTERIOR GROMEKO LIBRARY STUDIO NIGET

734/ MEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER and TONYA sit by lamplight,

737 with the curtains d-awn.

She is reading 2 letter; heis listening
and looking at hev.

TONYA _
*If you could see how hard we have been working here

1 know you would forgive me, dear, for not writing more
regularly - " .

ALEXANDER
When was that written?

TONYA
July the Twentieth.
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737

ALEXANDER
Eight weeks. (He shakes his head)

TONYA . |
* _ But now the War seems really to have stopped, the

hospital is emptying and I shall have more time. Imay
even get time to write some verse {f I've npt forgotten
how to" (Softly) Oh, Idohopeso... “Larissa Antipova

is still here".

. ALEXANDER {flashes her a cogert look beneath his brows. Perhaps

she pauses fractionally, fractionally straightens her back, but she
reads smoothly on with a calm brow.

v and I admire her more and more. 1 think she has that
Gift of Healing which Doctors don't believe in. She often
does the wrong things and it always seems to work out
right. (New paragraph in the letter) How is Uncle Alex?
Can he still get English tobacco?” E

ALEXANDER (Grumbling, pleased) =~~~ ~ 73
| Would that he .could? S SR e T

TONYA , -
n(Can Sasha say his letters yet? And how...™ (A pause.

She looks up, says:) "How is Aunty Anna ..."
ALEXANDER looks at his feet, rubs his ankle. ~Over SOUND.

(SOUND)
He hasn' t_ got my letter.

ALEXANDER shakes his head.

(SOUND) :
"Most of all my dearest, how are you... ?"

She scans the last paragraph, her face soft.

The rest is for me.

ALEXANDER (Rises, bravely dispassionate)
Curiously upsetting that he doesn't know she's dead.
Can't see what difference it makes.

Outside a shot, another, more, machine-guns, finally the boom
of an artillery piece. ALEXANDER is suddenly furious:
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734/ Continued
737 ' .

ALEXANDER ; ‘

They're at it aszzin! I do wish they'd
decide (Pause)} Once and for all (Pause)
vhich band of hooligams constitutes the
Governmen. of this ccuntry.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR nOSPITAL LGCATION DAY  AUTUMN

738/ MEDIUM SHOT. The courtyard again, framed in the

741 open door. Golc and red leaves -lie under the
tree. YURI stands by a waggom loaded with bedding
while the DRIVER laboriously signs a receipt for
it apd hands it back to YURI. YURI ccmes towards
door as waggon drives off, and two INMATES emerge
past camera bearing another dismantled bed which
they carry to 2 second waggon.
On the .steps, .in the Autumn sunshine, sits OLD
SOLDIER, dejected. As YURI enters, seeing this:

YURI {Softly)

Cheer up Sergei. .(OLD SOLDIER turms

a woebegone face to him) Don't you want
to go honme? N

OLD SOLDLER

There's f£ighting 2t home Your Honour;
and I've had enough ... Red Guards and
White Guards the old man's had enough.

YURI ncds his head in understanding and sympathy,
moves on. OLD SOLDIER czlls a2fter him:

Your honcur is a kind gentleman!
And after reflection adds:
And the nurse is a kind lady!

CuT
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INTERIOR KITCHEN AND PASSAGEWAY STUDIC DAY

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA is ircmingz in the kitchem. YURI

enters a passaceway lined with servants” bells.

CAMERA PANS with him 2s he enters a kitchen. Here
LARA is irening in & flood of late afternoon sunlight,
the dzmp clcthcs almost traasparent in it where they
hanzt on maidens, she herself with 2n aureole, the steam
which rises from her iron incandescent. 3v contrast
the rest of the room is in black shadow though a high-
light fiashes from another can of flowers. YURI sits
in the shadows and is swallcwed. Qe watches her move-
ments in the sunlight, listens to the thumping of her
irun. Then: '

4 -

YURI e
In 2 couple of weeks you'll be with your
little girl. : :

- LARA
I1f 1 can get on 2 train.

Another pause. She says:

- I want to be with Katya more than anything
in the world.

She stops spcakingf jt seems that she has finished.
From the dark: :
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742/ Continued

T4T ’
YURI (Mildly)
Yes of course. .

~ LARA
But now that we're going I feel sad. (The last word not
quite clear; she says into the shadows amusedly:) Sad,

really sad.

YURI (Mildly)
Well we've been here some time.

LARA .
Yes ... This must have been 2 lovely house once.

No reply. She locks but cannot see him. i

~ Don't you think?

Now- we see him for the first time and find that his face is stiff
and his eyes on her intently. He demands, deeply:

YURI ‘
What are you going to do?

LARA (A bit startled)
In Gradov?

YURI
Yes.

LARA
Oh I'll be all right.

YURI
1 wish I could think_so.

The speed and force of it are spontaneous. LARA flashes him a
look of alarm. His POV we see it, she surrounded in 2 halo of
bright steam. Be recovers. Just a shade shakily:

You could run 2 laundry.

LARA
Yes.

But she: sounds a bit shaky too. The emotional key has tightened.
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Continued

LARA (C ont )
what will vou do?

YUR1 _
1 suppese 1711 g0 back to the hospital.

LARA /
I1t's funny to think cf you there. I used
to pass it on my way to school.

YURI
ves Will you ever conec to Moscow?

LARA lcoks u=, tright of eye, forcedly smiling.

LARA
fronm Grudov - 7

She shakes her head, the smile gone, and cgnnct take
her eyes away. YURI riscs into the sunlight rectless,
made suddenly bright like her. he bursts out:

YURIL ; .

1f only there were scmeone tc look after you =

But of course if there werc 1'd be destroyed

by jezlousy. .

LARA |
Zhivaso - don't ...

Yer tone 1S ngrsuasi#e and pleading, not shocked, this
is no reveiatisn te hor. “e moves, and in exactly the
same tone: , '

My dear - don't ... Please ...

He is jmmobilized, but poised.

we've been six months tegzether, on the read,
and here; and we've nct done anything yecu'll
have to lie about, to Tenya, (Very strongly)
1 don't want you tc hzve to lie about mc.
(bescechingly} Ycu understand that Yuri. {And
now with deep leve and admiTation:) You
understand everytiing ...
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Continued

.
They stand and look at one cnother, he in shadew,
she in sunlicht. The cound cf rain hisses 1L over
ther and:

DISSOLVE

SCENE NUNEERS 748 TC 749 CuT

750

751

752

impatience.

EXTERL1OR HCSPITAL LOCATICN DAY AUTURN=-RAIN

CLCSE 53H0T. Grey rain hisscs and drips on the court-
yard paving. CAMERA PAsS up to disclose the Red Cross
wvaceon with half a dozen ™en slrezdy in it. The
BoLonEVIN, his preatcoat wet, pack and rifle on back,
hurries frewm the wagson rowards CAMERA which TRACKS
LACK slinhtly to reveal the front dJoor. He halts in

CLOSE SHOT and shcuts into the hall with genial

BOLSHEVIR -
Come on Courades. I'm in a hurry!

INTERIGR LOSPITAL STUDIO DAY

MEDIUM SEGT. Inside the hall the departing innates
assist one another into packs. They are beisterous
and loch enorcous in their bulky travelling clothes.
Acainst the wall stands a wountsin of blankets and
Leddiny yet to be cleared. YURI and QLD SCLCIER

the conly persons not dresscd for travel., LARA, in a
heayy coat, watihes YURT as he goes towards the decr.

EXTERIOR «OSPITAL LOCATION DAY AQTUMN - RAIN

CL-CE SKOT. BOLSHEVIK standiag in the doorway as
yefore. YURI enterTs.

YURI
. Going home, Kuril?

BOLSIIEVIK

=ome, Your Excellency? (He makes 2an
insult of the title) PetTec:Tad. I'n
joining the Red Guurd. N
LARA enters picture and stands in the doorway on the
opposite side to YUR]. BCLShEVIK in the micdle
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LARA
What about your wife?

BOLSHEVIK
Sometimes, Comrade Nurse, women have to wait. (He

looks about) Right?

He shoves out a hand to YUR], looking coldly, 'even when YURI takes
it. '

Good-bye, honoured Doctor. Want some advice ... ?

YURI
- Said the millstone to the barley. '

BOLSHEVIK .
That's right. Adapt yourself.

He lets go of YURT's hand and stalks out into the rain. ‘The next
- inmate, a bit awkward, offers his hand, YURI smiles and shakes it

and he goes.

n§3 CLOSE UP. LARA looking at YURL  Another inmate crosses
foreground of picture. On SOUND: \

YURI (SOUND)
Good-bye, Durinev.

INMATE (SOUND)
Good-bye Your Honour.

YURI
Good-bye, Krul.

754 CLOSE SHOT. YURIfrom LARA's POV. He does not ook at
her. INMATE merely nods, surly, and shambles off:

YURI (To mild little private)
Good-bye Simon.

. INMATE (Inclined to emotion)
T'll never forget Your Honour, never...

755 CLOSE SHOT. YURI nods, smiling stiffly - LARA is next.
She steps forward and holds out her hand. Out in the courtyard

it has stoppeg raining.
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LARA -
Good-bye, Zhivago.

YURIL
Good-bye. Thank you.

She turns and goes after the others. CAMERA TRACKS forward
slightly to exclude YURI as she walks to the waggon. On SQUND:

YUR! (SOUND)
Pilenko ...

INMATE (SOUND)
Good-bye Doctorw.

LARA is assisted up into the waggon, moves to the front and sits
by the BOLSHEVIK facing away from the house.

CLOSE SHOT. - YURI and OLD SOLDIER watching from the door.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The hooded figure of LARA back towards
us, semi-silhouetted on the waggon. It is obscured momentarily as
the last INMATE climbs into the waggon and then reappears as he

sits. :
BIG CLOSE UP. YURI watching her.

BIG CLOSE UP. LARA's back. The BOLSHEVIK's hand enters .
picture and perfunctorily adjusts the collar of her coat. Without
warning the DRIVER whips up his horses. :

CLOSE SHOT. YURIand OLD SOLDIER. OnSOUND the clatter
of the waggon moving off. OLD SOLDIER suddenly cries:

OLD SOLDIER
Good-bye Brothers!

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. Every face on the waggon turns with
varying degrees of response - except LARA's.

CLOSE SHOT. YURIand OLD SOLDIER respond to their farewells
(heard on SOUND) Their »aised hands drop as the sound dies.

OLD SOLDIER looks up at YURL

1,0SE UP TRACKING. (CAMERA in waggon) The sithouetted
back of LARA's head. Ahead, the gateway to the courtyard.
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MEDIUN TRACKING SnOT. From inside tihe waggon the
CAMERA is shooting back at YURI aad CLD SOLDIER
gstanding in the front door. The gates come into
picture, the waggon turns on to the road and two
figures are masked from view. :

CLOSE TRACKInG SHOT. The back of LARA'S head now

cilhouettea against the rcad, Silence save for the
creak cf wood, and the rumble and splash of wheels.
SOLSHEVIK fishes out his gun (as he did when we first
saw him) and starts to clean it with a bit of Tag.

On SOUNLD the MILD PRIVATE .announces 2 bit defiantly:

MILD PRIVATE (SOUHD)
- The Doctor is a gentleman, .

BOLSHEVIK
Right. Written a2ll over dim.

MILD PRIVATE (SQUND)
He's a good man! -

. BOLSHEVIK
God rot good men.

51G CLOSE UP. LARA turns her head and looks at him
resentfully. tHer eyes are full of tears.

8IG CLOSE UP. BOLSHEVIK, He is astonished.

BIG CLGSE 2. LARA continucs to ook anger at him
through her tears, indifferent to her dignity and hence
doukly dignified.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA and BOLSEEVIK, he raises his
eyebrows and TeTturns his attentienm to the gun.

OLD SOLDIER looks up at YURI. YURI is looking off
at: .

POV YURI, the wagzon flickers, disappears as it passes
in front cf the pale rising sun.

SCENE NU“BERS 772 TO 781 CuT.

L]
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EXTERICR GROMEKC STREETY LOCATION SURSzT AUTUIN

782 . LOWG 3hGT. A waason, f£lickerins, appears cut of
a crimson setting sun at tiie end of the Gromekcs'
street,

783  Cn the wagr:em, YURI and cabdriver. YURI looks
off at:

784 Jindous of Gromekos' house, Llooay in the sunset.
Cne of them Zlashes like 2 heliocraph as it opens
and: :

785 TONYA leans cut, at first incredulous, then
ineredulcus and joyful.

TONYA .
Yuri!

786 YURI looks up at her, instinctively half-rising.

787 TONYA leaves the window. .

.7838 YURI jumps from the wagson with his valise, rums.

SCEMES 729 TG 7989 CUT

800 TCsYA dashes across the landing, down the stairs,
where we glirpse the altered interior &znd some odu
looking peecnle, and TRTOWS open the door where
YUR1 approaches the stens. They embrace.

301 YURI and TOMYA embrace, e looks over her shoulder
at: :

802 MEUDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Hatchins from the iall are:
a FUNALE JAWITOR, RESIDINTS standing in coorways,
and DEPU/Y. They watcih, one or two faintly sziling,
rostiy worose oOT carefully non-committal.
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MEDIUM SHOT. TONYA, in some embarrassment, draws YURI
into the hall to confront them. He is uncomprehending of the
situation but ready to accept it, at his most polite and willing.
The middle-class routine of introduction is both pleasant and
bizarre - pleasant in them, bizarre because it is one-sided.

TONYA
Yuri; this is Comrade velkin (She makes a title of

"Comrade" as "Major Yelkin; our local Delegate, be
lives here. ' :

YUR! (Shaking hands)
Oh. Welcome.

TONYA (Infroducing JANITOR)
Comrade Kaprugina.

YURI
Welcome.

TONYA looks a bit amused, distinctly embarrassed.

JANITOR (Calmly}
It's not for you io welcome us, Comrads,

TONYA
Comrade Kaprugina is Chairman of the Residents’

Committze, Yuri.

She puts a warning emphasis on "Residents' _Committee".

YURI
Ah! Yes of course, €T ...

He looks round pleasantly at the various faces in doorways., No
response.

DELEGATE
Your Discharge Papers?

YURI .
Yes. (Producing them and hands them over) I signed them
myself I'm afraid.

DEPUTY (Examining papers, arrested by something,
murmurs with distaste) '
*Holy Cross"? What - ?
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YURI (Helpful) , '
Holy Cross Hospital. (DELEGATE looks at him woodenly)
Where I worked before the war. It's on - )

TONYA
The Second Reformed Hospital.

Ah. (ToDE LEGATE) Good. It needed reforming.

The donnish little quip disappears without trace.

DELEGATE

Medicals report to their place of work at once.

YURI B
Yes. I believe there's typhus ... ?

RESIDENTS uneasy; one withdrawing inside doorway.

. DELEGATE (Flatly)
You've been listening
(Pronounces) There

to rumourmongers, Comrade.
is no typhus in our City.

YURI (Quietly) _ , : -
Well that's good news. (Turns away and picks up baggage)

1'1]1 report tomoOTTOW.

g08  CLOSE SHOT. (CRANE) YURIand TONYA ascend the stairs,
CAMERA craning before them. They go up 2 few steps in silence,

the DELEGATE calls after them:

DELEGATE (Significantly)

When you've started work, you'll get a ration book.

YURI turns quickly, but quite mildly says:
YURI
I've always worked.
r to shoulder, DELEGATE and JANITOR

They go on up shoulde
looking upwards aiter them.

. (sotto)
Whatever's the matter?

"
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TONYA (Secretly smiling, and proudly)
You are. .

They reach the landing.

CLCsE S8

a= SOT. DELEGATE and JANITCR. She suddenly calls,
hotly: -

JANITOR
There was living-space for thirteen families in this one

house!

A[EDTUM SHOT Her POV looking up the stairs. YURI looks
down, finding himself in the position of an orator.

YURI
Yes. Yes, this is a better arrangement, Comrades, more

just. (Hehasa shade of difficulty with "Comrades')
CLOSE SHOT. DELEGATE and JANITOR looking up disapprovingly.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA standing in foreground of picture in the
library door, holding out her hand to YURI in the background, still
at the top of the stairs, her eyes alight with affectionate amusement.

He comes to her, shuts the door and leans against it looking at
TONYA, now openly laughing. _

YURI (Expostulating, laughing and genuinely puzzled)

But it is more just! Why did it sound so funny? _
CLOSE SHOT. DELEGATE and JANITOR examining YURI's
papers.

DELEGATE
Name: Zhivago. Discharge Recommended: Commanding

Officer. Commanding Officer: Zhivago.

CLOSE SBOT. YURI and TONYA embracing. She asks a little
. anxiously: .

TONYA
1s it good to be home?

YURI (Fervent)
Oh - {He breaks off)
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MEDIUM SHOT. YURI'S POV. A little boy regards them soberly
irom an inner doorway. )

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA. YURI is intent; putting TONYA
gently from him, asks her:

YURI
Sasha...?

o«

TONYA (Smiling, moved; a moment long-wzited for)
Who else? '

CAMERA PANS with YURI as he approaches SASI-IA his face
tender and respectful.
Sasha. -

-

CLOSE UP. SASHA with YURI's legs in foreground of i:icture.
He looks warily at his mother.

TONYA (SOUND)
This is Daddy, Sasha.

CLOSE UP. YURI's face descends into picture. SASHA's hand

whips out and clouts him forcefully across the face. On SOUND:

TONYA (SOUND)
Sasha!

NEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER stands in the doorway, diﬂldent and

~ curious.

ALEXANDER
May I come in?

TONYA (Distressed)

_ Sasha hit his daddy! Oh what a naughty little boy -1
(She is half serious)

YURI (Quickly)
- No don't say that.

DISSOLVE
GROMEKO LIERARY STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. The once fine library is partitioned into smaller
rooms by sheets of ma2tchboard. ALEXANDER and YURI (Still in
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uniform but shaved) take their ease over the remains of 2 meal
in one of these and TONYA is seen in another, busy over an
improvised stove. There is just a shade of strain in the air.
YURI, a shade too correct, ALEXANDER a shade too jolly.

ALEXANDER :

Watch carefully, I am about to ignite the last half of
the last cigar in Moscow. (He does so, YURI smiling,
then leans forward) Good meal?

YURI (Surprised but falling in with it)
Very.

ALEXANDER
Say something.

-

g21 CLOSE SEOT TONYA in the kitchenette has observed it all.
' She looks grave but when YURI's voice comes:

YURI (SOUND)
That was very good, Tonyal!

TONYA ("Merrily")
Pooh! That was nothing.

822/ MEDIUM SEOT. ALEXANDER and YURI in foreground, TONYA
828 in background. :

ALEXANDER
She's been saving that salami for three months.

YURI (As she enters)
Have you darling?

TONYA -
I got it for a clock.

ALEXANDER -
She's a marvel. Coffee you observe.

TONYA (Smiling, gently)
Daddy, stop-it... (Softly) HeknowsI'ma maxvel ...
(They sit a beat in silence, then:) Did you write any poetry?

YURI
Quite 2 lot.
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TONYA
1s it good?

YURI
Yes I think so.

TONYA
Canl see it?

YURD (Startled, looking at her)-
Well of course. (He takes her hand)

TONYA
What happened to Nurse Antipova? (Her eyes are a
bit bright now) Your letters were full of her!

YURI (Steadily, looking at her)..
Yes 1 suppose they were.

ALEXANDER (Wildly uncomfortable)
Mm. Mm. That's the girl who shot friend Komarovsky

isn't it?

TONYA (Softly) _
Yes Daddy, you know it is.

YURI :
She's gone home to her little girl

TONYA (Not looking at him, ashamed of her importunity)
We shan't see her then?

YURI
No.

TONYA (Whispering)
What a pity ...

She raises her eyes and meets his smile, warm, protective,
reassuring, not protesting. She abandons dignity and throws
herself sideways onto him, his arms going about her, looking
suddenly childish. ALEXANDER, enchanted, holds up his cigar

ALEXANDER _
Well there it is ... (With thespian regret) Farewell the

pleasures of the flesh ...
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TONYA (Cradled against YURI, quite restored,
mischievous) There's some more salami.

ALEXANDER :
Save it. (He is suddenly serious) Whatl don't understand

is how we're going to stay alive, this winter ...

DISSOLVE

INTERIOR-EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET AND LIERARY DAY
WINTER - SNOWING |

CLOSE SEOT. CAMERA cranes down across the library window,

- erystalline with white frost, through which we see soft snow falling

diffused in the street beyond. SASHA's hand enters picture and
rubs a clear patch in the frost with the warmth of his palm.

CLOSE UP. SASEA, wearing an outdoor coat, peers through
the eye-hole.

SASEA
Pretty!

And begins to rub another hole.

CLOSE SEOT ALEXANDER, also dressed in overcoat and
wearing gloves, is sitting reading. He glances up at the child,
clumsily turns a page with his gloved hand and continues reading.
On SOUND the cooing ¢f the child '

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA is in the kitchen. Harassed, hair awry,
ghe is trying to reconcile the aristocratic demands of an old-style,
lavishly illustrated cookery book, with the handful of scrubby
vegetables available to her. The cooing ceases; then weeping.

She goes.

TONYA
Sasha!
MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the library SASHA, weeping, holds out

his two small paws, stiff with cold. TONYA sinks down to him
opening her multiple jackets, saying with real irritation:

TONYA
Father - you mustn't let him do that!



833/

836

837

146

Continued

ALEXANDER (Half-risen and guilty)
Oh dear oh dear I -

TONYA (Thrusting SASHA's hands under her armpits)
Silly old Grandpa ...

ALEXANDER
I'm going to light the stove!

TONYA (Coldly)
Very well. And what shall we burn tonight?

ALEXANDER (Determinedly opening stove doors)
We'll burn that tonight.

TONYA
And tomorrow?

ALEXANDER (With sudden feeling) .
1'll get some more. I'm not entirely useless you know.
There are some loose planks in the tram-shelter ...

TONYA = '

That's a very good idea. Get yourself arrested; get
yourself shot. (He looks over his shoulder at her. She
says, very tenderly:) You're not useless, Daddy; you're
indispensable ... (Firmly) We'll light the stove when we
always do. , '

ALEXANDER (Looks at her, admiring, exasperated,
adoring:) You are abominably like your mother ...

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. DELEGATE and YURI hurry along the
snowy street towards GROMEKO's doorway, both worried, but
DELEGATE clinging to his habitual stolidity, YURI openly irritated,
nearing the end of his tether. Both look white and hungry.

YURI _
You have no right whatever to call me from work!

DELEGATE
As a Soviet Deputy -~

YURI
That gives you the Power. Not the Right.
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Continued

DELEGATE
It's noticed, you know. Your attitude's noticed.

YURI (Rather sulkily) _
You should have called the area Doctor.

They have reached the steps. CAMERA PANS with them as they
go to the front door.

DELEGATE
I want this doing quietly.

BIG CLOSE UP. YURI stopping. -

YURI
Why what is it? ... Typhus?

CcuUT

INTERIOR SMALL ROOM OFF GROMEKO HALLWAY STUDIO
DAY

BIG CLOSE UP. A cadaverous OLD MAN lies asleep or fainting
on 2 mattress covered with coats, threadvare mats, sacks.

BIG CLOSE UP. DELEGATE, standing, looking down at the bed,
anxious. .

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. POV DELEGATE. YURI rises from an
exormination of the OLD MAN. CAMERA PANS him into CLOSE
SHOT with DELEGATE.

YURI

11 take him away. Get me some transport. It isn't
typhus. It's another disease we don't have in Moscow -
starvation. (Passes DELEGATE, going from room)

DELEGATE (Following)
That seems to give you satisfaction!

CLOSE SEOT. YURI mounting the stairs, CAMERA PANNING
upwards on his.receding back.

YURI
1t would give me satisfaction to hear you admit it!

DELEGATE steps into foreground calling after him:
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DELEGATE
Would it? Why?

YURI (Vanishing round landing desperately)
Because it is so!

843 CLOSE UP. DELEGATE calls after him:

DELEGATE .
Your attitude is noticed you know! Oh yes it's been
noticed ... :

INTERIOR LIBRARY STUDIC DAY WINTER - SNOWING

844 MEDIUM SHOT. YURI enters the apartment. ALEXANDER
gsurprised, TONYA delighted.

YURI
Phew!

TONYA
Yuri!

YURI
Hello. (He breaks off) The stove's out! (Be is amazed
rather than shocked) Tonya, the stove's out!

They looks at him guiltily. The events of the day and the weeks
rage up in him. Funouslr _

What's the matter with you? No wonder the child's
losing weight!

TONYA goes off into the kitchen. YURI uncomprehending.
845 CLOSE UP. ALEXANDER clears his throat.
ALEXANDER
You see, she lets it out 2s soon as you've gone. And
she lights it before you get back ...

846 CLOSE UP. YURI desperately moved. He turns, goes to the
kitchen.

847 CLOSE SHOT. TONYA back to CAMERA, head down. YURI
enters picture and turns her to him. She is crying. He strokes
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Continued
her head, holding her.

TONYA '
We haven't enough fuel.

YURI
. Sh...Sh...Sh...

coT . -

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET LOCATION NIGHET
WINTER - SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. Night. With a shriek of rusting nails and
agonised groaning of timber, YURI wrenches wood from 2 fence.
He works furiously, violently, a black figure silhouetted against
the snow and mist. He gives a glance arocund before attacking
the fence again. No-one is about, it seems. - CAMERA PANS to
the other side of the street, behind him. In MEDIUM SHOT we
see a motionless ghostlike figure, watching. CAMERA begins
tracking towards it. On SOUND:

YEVGRAF (SOUND) :

1 told myself it was beneath my dignity to arrest 2 man
for pilfering firewood. But nothing ordered by the Party
is beneath the dignity of any man. And the Party was
right. One man desperate for a bit of fuel is pathetic,
five million people desperate for fuel will destroy a city.

CAMERA comes to rest on CLOSE SHOT of YEVGRAF. Helis
dressed in a2 semi-uniform of leather coat, knee boots, pistol

MEDIUM SHOT. POV YEVGRAF. On the other side of the
street YURI is collecting the wood and wrapping it ‘within his coat.

CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF. On SOUND he continues to speak in the
past tense, remembering the experience we are witnessing.

That was the first time I ever saw my brother: butl knew
him, and I knew that I would discbey the Party.

He takes a step back into the shadows, his eyes {ollowing:
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851 MEDIUM PANNING SEOT. His POV. YURI crossing the street
away from us, but to the side on which YEVGRAF is standing. He
reaches the pavement and hurries away back to CAMERA.

852 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YEVGRAF starting off and following
YURI .

YEVGRAF . :
Perhaps it was the tie of blood between us but I doubt it.
We were only half tied anyway and brothers will betray
a brother.

853 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. (POSSIBLY HAND-HELD) POV
YEVGRAF. YURI walking hurriedly away, back to CAMERA,
determinedly, head down, clutching his coat.

(Dryly) Indeed as a Policeman I would say, "Get hold of
a man's brother and you are halfway home".

854 CLOSE UP TRACKING. YEVGRAF, frowning, upright, thoughtful,
_ dignified, following YURI home.

Nor was it admiration: for a better man than me. I
did admire him, but I didn‘t think he was a better man.

855 MEDIUM CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA following oﬁ YURI's
back as he approaches the Gromekos' street.

I admired him for his poetry, and poetry I admired as I
admire Old Russia for its churches: ornmamental.

856 CLCSE UP TRACKING. YEVGRAFT ifollowing.

I was a Bolshevik and Necessary. Besides, I have éxecuted
better men than me with 2 small pistol.

857 1ONG SHOT. SHOOTING down on the Gromekos' street. YURI,
back to CAMERA, now nearing the house, YEVGRAF entering
from the side turning beginning unconsciously to hasten, catching
him up, his voice on SOUND TRACK unconsciously quickening its

thythm too:

I walked firmly - he was furtive. He was Guilty. Ihad
Power.

858 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YEVGRAF.

I knew him - he was unaware of me, yet - {He breaks off)
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MEDIUM SHOT TRACKING. YURI reaches the steps to the front
door; stops, listening. CAMERA continues tracking and on SOUND
we hear the crunch of YEVGRAF's feet. YURI turns, ,CAMERA
slows, footsteps stop. - '

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF standing looking up at:

CLOSE SHOT. YURI turns back to go in; hesitates, turns back
again. |

CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF. He essays a timid smile,
CLOSE UP. YURI looks at him wonderingly.

YEVGRAF
His glance, so pure and so unfriendly -

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF, his smile fading. On SOUND, his
voice, slow, ruminative, smiling: o

opened the door to a world of feeling, (He turns away,
stupidly) where he was an adult and I -

INTERIOR GROMEKO HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. YURI opens the front door and a whirlpool of
immediate life crashes over YEVGRAF'S ruminations. The hallway
is full of excited lodgers. Those near turn and looks at him
uncertainly. :

- CLOSE UP. YURI pushes the door shut, moves forward looking

around: :

MEDIUM TRACKING SHCT. His POV. CAMERA moves forward
and PANS UP the stairs, lined with more ledgers with others
descending carrying bits of furniture from the Zhivagos' apartment.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. CAMERA cranes with him as he mounts the
stairs, his greatcoat with its embarrassing cargo hugged to his

body. (As he goes sides are taken for and against. Those for
expressing indignation - "Now we'll see!"™ "It's robbery! Animals!"
- Or pity - "Poor souls, poor souls.” Those against express
malignant delight - "Here he comes! His Excellency!" or dour
satisfaction - "Have to live like the rest of us now, Doctor."} YURI
half-heartedly arrests the descent of a small chest-of-drawers and

looks up:

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER leans over the bannisters, furious:
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ALEXANDER _
Bring it back! Bring - that - back!! D'you hear?

LONG SHOT. Looking down the stairs at YURI and the LODGERS
over ALEXANDER's shoulder.

A WOMAN (Shrill)
Oh! Oh! Listen to His Excellency!

ALEXANDER (Shouting back)
1 speak as I was taught to speak!

CLOSE UP. ALEXANDER. The hubbub has abated somewhat.

To acquire an accent like yours takes a life-time of impacted

ignorance!

CLOSE SHOT YURIL. Resentful uproar, all sympathy alienated.
One well-wisher, the only MAN so far to speak to YURI says

discreetly:

MAN - ,

Shut him up Doctor; he'll land you in trouble.
INTERIOR LIBRARY  STUDIO .NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the apartment, TONYA, near to tears
but spléndidly upright, faces the DEPCUTY who looks upset but
self-righteous; the place is full of people including the JANITOR,
some pushing their way out with odd belongings. A lot of noise.

DEPUTY
You'll have to manage!

Someone drops 2 lamp.

1 want no anarchy! I want this carried out correctly!

YURI comes in, holding ALEXANDER by the arm, his other hand
wrapped tightly to his coat. He is quietly furious.

YURI .
What are you doing?

- DEPUTY
Re-allocation of living space, Comrade Doctor.
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JANITOR (With satisfaction)
One room per family of less than {ive persons.

ALEXANDER

Goddammit whose house is this?
TONYA

Father be guiet!

But ALEXANDER's intervention has swept away the partial control
achieved by YURI; uproar again. :

YURI
All right; one room. What are you doing with my things?

JANITOR
They're being stored.

YURI
They're being stolen.

" He is standing face to face and eye to eye with the DEPUTY who

sustains it with difficulty but:

TONYA
Yuri!

She is struggling with a woman who is malking off with the balalaika.

YURI
Just 2 minute -

He seizes it, But in the action releases his grip on his coat.
CLOSE SHOT. His loot clatters to the floor,

HIGH-ANGLE MEDIUM SHOT. The almost jocularly bullying
atmosphere gives place to something more serious. Everybody
draws away from YURI who stands dejected. TONYA is horrified.
DEPUTY despondertly picks up one of the pieces of wood.

DEPUTY

And where did you get this?
YURI

1 pulled it out of a {ence.
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On SOUND a finger clicks against a thumb. All turn to:

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRATFT standing in the doorway, formidable.
Qutside his passage has caused quite a panic. Nothing but silently
descending backs on the stairs and closing doors on the landing.

REVERSE SHOT The dark figure of YEVGERAT in foreground.
In the apartment the DEPU1'Y, subdued, begins to usher out the
intruders. '

CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF standing in silence as they file out of

" the room past him. He shuts the door after the DEPUTY and

turns to:

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. His POV. The ZHIVAGOS looking at
him guardedly. On SOUND:

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

I told them who I was. The old man was hostile. The
girl was cautious. (A warmth comes into his voice) My
brother seemed very pleased. - I think the girl -

DISSOLVE
- was the only one who guessed at their position.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and YEVGRAT seated opposite
each other. YEVGRAF now without his top-coat. TONYA and
ALEXANDER watching. YURI staring into YEVGRAF's face with
unaffected pleasure. '

YURI .
You're just as I imagined you. You're my political
conscience. | :

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
1 asked him hadn't he one of his own. (We see YURI laugh,
then talk seriously) And so he talked about the Revolution.

DISSOLVE
CLOSE UP. YEVGRAFin slightly different position.
- YURI (SOUND)
- it's surgery. 1t's genius, (Mischievous) Only genius

could be so clumsy. You lay lifeon a table and you cut
out all the tumours of injustice.
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CLOSE UP. YURI

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
1 told him if he felt like that, that he should join the Party.

YURI
Ah. But that's a deep operation. Someone must Keep Life
alive while you do it. By living. (Gently) Isn't that right?

| YEVGRAF (SOUND) | -
I thought then it was wrong.

DISSOLVE

CLOSE UP. YEVGRATF. He follows YURI with his eyes. The
dark outline of his figure crosses and re-crosses picture, pacing
about. :

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

He told me what he thought about the Party and I trembled
for him. He approved of us, but for reasons which were
subtle, like his verse. Approval such as his could vanish
overnight. '

CLOSE UP. TONYA. Her eyes go-from YURI to YEVGRAF.
I told him so. |
Her eYes flick back to YURI with apprehension.

MEDIUM SEOT . Over YEVGRAF on to YURI, ALEXANDER and
TONYA. ' :

YURI (Pouring out two small glasses of vodka) .
Well of course ... I can't approve this evening, something .
you may do tomorrow.

As if to take any offence from his words he gives a quick smile,
and comes over with the glasses looking at YEVGRAF with childlike
concentration.

He was walking about with a noose round
his neck and didn't know.

YEVGRAT looks almost shifty, examining his boots, starts talking
softly.

So I told him what I had heard about his poems.
DISSOLVE
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CLOSE UP. YURI sitting listening, frowning, upset.

YURI
Not liked? Why not liked?

CLOSE UP. TONYA, her eyes following YURI and YEVGRAF
with more and more apprehension. :

(SOUND)
Not liked by whom?

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
So Itoldhix;zt_h__a.t

CLOSE SHOT. POV TONYA of YURI and YEVGRAF.

YURI (Puzzled, pleading:) :
Do you think it's "personal”, petit-bourgeois and self-
indulgent? |

YEVGRAF nods, mouths "Yes", while:

YEVGRAF (SOUND
I lied. -

CLOSE UP. YURI looks about him, wonderingly, as one whose
landmarks have been shifted.

But he believed me. And it struck me through to see
that my opinion mattered.

YURI rises.
CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF watching him, disturbed.

LONG SHOT. They all watch YURI as he wanders to the book-
shelves by himself, looking puzzled, and pulls 2 volume from them,

his back to-the room.
CLOSE SHOT. YURL He thumbs through the pages.

CLOSE UP. TONYA, watching YURL. She turns to look at
YEVGRAF.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
The girl knew ...,

She rises.

DISSOLVE
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LONG SHOT. YEVGRAT talking to TONYA walking about the

room, both practical folk, while YURI sits watching them and
ALEXANDER loocks at YURI beneath his brows. :

YEVGRAF (Cont)

They couldn't survive what was coming in the city. 1
urged them to leave and live obscurely somewhere in the
country where they could keep themselves alive.

TONYA (Eager)
We have - used to have - an estate at Varykino near
Yuriatin. The people know us there.

They all Vlook to YURI. He smiles obligingly..

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

HBe didn't resist. I offfered to obtain permrits, passes,
warrants, told them what to take and what tb leave
behind. (Gesturing at the books)

- YURI, with a tiny grimace, rises courteously:

He ofiered me my pick -
DISSOLVE |

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF and YURI standing opposite one another.
YURI is handing him the book he took {rom the shelves.

1 had the impudence to ask him for a volume of his verse.
They stand locking at each other, ' : |
" And so we parted.

cuT

CLOSE SHOT. The door to the apartment is opened by YEVGRAF
who steps out on to the landing dressed in his coat. He looks
around.

CLOSE SHOT A door shutting quietly. A woman hurrying off
down the stairs. _ .

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YEVGRAF as he
starts the descent. People in the hall below disappearing.



158
900 Continued

YEVGRAF (SOUND. Bitterly)
1 think I even said that I would see him again in better
times. But perhaps i didn't.

DISSOLVE

INTERIOR BOOKING HALL STUDIO OR LOCATION DAY
WINTER

901 LONG SHOT. We are looking down into the immense Booking
Hall of Moscow Station. Its appearance has deteriorated. There
are drifts of garbage like dirty snow. In the centre of the hall
a fire has been lit and its smoke ascends to the high domed ceiling.
Round it stand SAILORS, herculean figures, a conscious elite,
well-equipped, standing well or sprawled among their kit; the fire
i{s for them alone. One of them has a HARMONIUM strapped to
his back. REFUGEES, seated or lying form a human scurf at the
base of the walls. Immense QUEUES of would-be travellers are
shepherdedby armed MILITIAMEN. A lot of noise.

802/ CLOSE SHOTS. Of the above.

805 CLOSE SHOT. YURI, with TONYA, SASHA, ALEXANDER reach
the head of a long queue to the window of a booking-oifice, |
where two or three clerks work at leisure., YURI presents a
handful of papers. '

YUR! (Humbly)
When is the train due?

CLERK (Shrugs)
Some time, today.

DISSOLVE
INTERICR MOSCOW STATION LOCATICN NIGHT  WINTER

906 LONG SEOT. Night. Lamps lit. CAMERA SHOOTING down on
to the platiorms, two of them crowded with SLEEPING FIGURES,
the rest empty except for desultory SENTRIES. The tracks are
all empty save for two waggons standing abandoned among driits of
rubbish. On SOUND the noise has subsided to a dreamy murmur.

907 CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS. ALEXANDER asleep with SASHA
asleep by him. YURI and TONYA hand in hand listening to:
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CLOSE SHOT. The SAILOR playing his harmonium, a sad
melody accompanied by tinkling little runs on a small balalaika
played by ANOTHER. The other SAILORS lounge among their
baggage, their faces softened and fatigued. '

CLOSE UP. The fingers of the balalaika PLAYER on the strings.
CLOSE UP. YURI fascinated; TONYA smiles at him.

MEDIUM SHOT. POV YURL. The SAILORS and behind them
the track where the train will come {rom; 10O sign of anything.

CLOSE SHCT. CAMERA shooting up onto a heroic poster of
1LENIN. MUSIC over.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. CAMERA SHOOTING down onto the plat-
form; TRAVE LLERS sleeping like puppies jammed together for
warmth. -

CLOSE SHOT. Heroic poster of TROTSKY.
CLOSE SHOT. A sleeping FAMILY with tiny BABY.

CLOSE SHOT. Heroic poster of STALIN. ' The MUSIC falters,
first the balalaika, then the harmonium ceasing. Into the silence
the puff-puff-puifing of a train. ‘

CLOSE UP. A SAILOR rises into picture, alert.

LONG SHOT The headlight on the train approaching along the
track. the TRAVELLERS on both platforms rousing and rising.

CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS. YURI waking ALEXANDER,
TONYA gathering up SASHA, other travellers rising up around them.

LONG SEOT. The train nearer. People running across the
tracks from the other platform. The engine shrieks angrily.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Travelling with the LOCOMOTIVE,
the light falling on the TRAVELLERS draws them swirling to their
feet like some agitating influence. .

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Travelling with, and shooting back
along, the side of the train. The swirling mass of passengers now
all on their feet. Each one, in their different ways, preparing to
grab a place. Pandemonium.

!
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS, led by YURI, hurrying
along at the rear of the crowd, with the moving train in background.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Same as above but, the SAILORS
marching headed by RAILWAY OFFICIAL. At a word of command
from their leader they halt.

MEDIUM SHOT. Shooting across the heads of the SAILORS and
the milling crowd on to the train. It consists of goods and cattle
waggons except for one regular passenger coach, decorated with
slogans and Red Flags. The train stops, leaving it centre of
picture. Those unlucky enough to find themselves opposite the
passenger coach hurry off to either side leaving a gap for the

SAILORS who march towards it. .

LONG SHOT. The SAILORS pile boisterously into their coach.
The train besieged on either side of them. Doors on the waggons
being slid back, travellers fighting their way aboard, the
pandemonium at its height.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS, less by their own
volition than from the pressure of the mob about them, YURI and
ALEXANDER on either side of TONYA, are swept into:

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO NIGET

LONG SEOT. The interior of one of the cattle-waggons near the
front of the train. Straw on the floor. Rough wooden bunks in
three layers, some dozen of which already occupied by lifeless-
looking men wearing red arm bands and patches. One of these is
KOSTOYED, a mad-locking individual with an ascetic face and
malignant eyes. There is an iron stove with some big cooking
utensils which go over in the rush of feet. An ARMED MILITIAMAN
is shouting: '

MILITIAMAN
Fifty persons! Fifty persons only!

But he is sivept aside by the influx.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI dashes to the far end of the waggon and
secures three bunks, one above the other. TONYA puts SASHA
into the middle bunk, ALEXANDER crawls into the one underneath,
YURI scrambles to the top.

MEDIUM SHOT. The waggon is filled to over-flowing, every bunk
occupied and many people sitting on the floor. The mob at the door,
seeing this, turns and pushes out again, joining the battle on the
platform which we can still hear raging. -
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INTERIOR MOSCOW STATION LOCATION NIGHT

935 CLOSE SHOT A Red Flagis being atiached to the roof of the train -
by two SAILORS. CAMERA PANS down to disclose the special
coach underneath! SAILORS lounging in comfortable seats.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO NIGHT

938 MEDIUM SIICT. The commotion has settled down somewhat.

Everyone squatting in their places, only the MILITIAMAN on his
feet. ALEXANDER looks up at TONYA above him (with SASHA)

and YURI above her.

ALEXANDER _
Charming accommodation.

: KOSTOYED
Charming accommodation. Very good. I'man intellectual.
(meaning: "Like you")

MILITIAMAN
Shut up you; "intellectual”.

KOSTOYED
Shut up you; lickspittle.

He trails into a half-mad satisfied laugh. He shoves forward his red
arm band for the ZHIVAGOS' inspection and, indicating the other
dozen old men and boys in bunks about, says:

Forced hbou:.

The carriage jolts. ,
INTERIOR MOSCOW STATION  LOCATION NIGHT

937 LONG SHOT. The locomotive has backed against the train, the rear
thus becoming the front. The platform now comparatively peaceful.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO NIGHT

938/MEDIUM SHOT. Into our waggon a POLITICAL OFFICER enters
943 heavily, carrying a board with papers clipped to it. Heisa
sedentary character, pale, tired, in a dirty raincoat, a hat with a
metal badge on it. ‘
L
POLITICAL
Attention Comrades’ (He reads fast with dead, mechanical
energy:) Your train will leave tomorrow morning.
Health regulations for the journey: Night-soil will be
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938/ Continued

943

. POLITICAL (Cont)

emptied every morning without fail. Straw (He stirs

it with his foot) to be replaced at ten day intervals and
old straw burned. In the event of iresh straw being
unavailable, old straw to be turned. This is disinfectant.
(Kicks an ugly-looking oildrum) Use it. In this waggon

-is a detachment of Voluntary Labour -

KOSTOYED (Very clearly)
Liar.

POLITICAL looks up, startled, encounters KOSTOYED's heavy
eyes, looks to MILITAMAN; MILITIAMAN taps his head.
POLITICAL grunts and without interest:

POLITICAL .
You are required by the Military Committee to show them

all assistance. (Turns a page ringingly:) Carriage one

- is occupied by Sailors, of the heroic Kronstadt Sailors'

Soviet - !

He pauses for applause and gets it, some genuine.

So you're in good hands.

KOSTOYED .
They're idiots. .

This blasphemy. causes a stir, many looking to KOSTOYED.

POLITICAL

Attention, Comrades! In approximately eleven days’
time you will pass through Urals Province, where White
Guard Units, aided by Foreign Interventionists, and other
criminal reactionary elements have recently been active.

A tense, listening stillness:

The Military Committee assures you that the criminals
have been completely routed in that area. By Red Guard
units under the command of People’s General Strelnikov!

An odd silence.

KOSTOYED
There's a man. Clap him.
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Many faces turn to him. He claps, slowly, unaccompanied. The
POLITICAL goes, saying: '

POLITICAL
The line is definitely clear! ... Long live the Revolution!

CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED calls after him.

KOSTOYED
Long live anarchy! Lickspittle! Bureaucrat!

LONG SEOT. MILITIAMAN helps RAILWAYMEN out on the
platform to slide shut the door. (From now on, day and night,
the waggon is lit by oil lamps.) He takes from his pocket a
handcuff and makes towards:

CLOSE SEOT. KOSTOYED, familiar with it, puts forth an
emaciated wrist, sneering obligingly. MILITIAMAN attaches
the handcuif. ' -

TONYA (SOUND)
1s that necessary?

MILITIAMAN turns.

CLOSE UP. TONYA, her lovely face expressing nothing but
disinterested compassion.

CLOSE SHOT. KOSTCYED and MILITIAMAN,
MILITIAMAN (Stolidly, self-excusing) _
. Fifteen Volunteers I've signed for, and fifteen I'll
deliver ...

He shackles KOSTOYED to the bunk post. KOSTOYED stares

at TONYA. Then:

ROSTOYED : :
I'm a free man, lickspittle. There's nothing you can do about
it.

MILITAMAN goes.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI! and TONYA watch KOSTOYED with pity.
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CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED. Infact the fetters are distressing
him terribly. Like a sad monkey he jerks at the chain twice.
Then lying back, he says from the darkness:

KOSTOYED |
I'm the only free man on this train .., The rest of you
are cattle.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC 'Red Banners'", plaintive.
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATICN DAY WINTER - SNOW

EXTREME LONG SHOT. The TRAIN, its locomotive, fourteen
waggons and the special coach with banners, traces like a pencil
the otherwise invisible line between the grey-white sky, grey-
white earth of a snow-covered, desolate landscape.

CLOSE TRACKING SEOT MUSIC UP. A Red Bamner, now
slightly ragged, streaming out against the grey infinity.

LONG SHOT TRACKING. CAMERA SHOOTING along the icy
roof of the train towards the locomotive, the four streaming banners
in foreground :

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The locomotive as seen from the
roof of the front waggon. The dead straight line ahead disappearing
into 2 misty horizon.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Icicles hanging from the locomotive
chassis sway above the passing track. !

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The headlight of the locomotive, its
frosted surface reflecting a distorted picture of the passing land-
scape, '

' LONG SHOT TRACKING. The line ahead as seen from the front

of the engine.

CUT. MUSIC CONTINUOTS.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DUSK WINTER - SNOW
CLOSE SHOT. The headlight is switched on: |
EXTERIOR RAILWAY 1OCATION = NIGHT WINTER - SNOW

LONG SHOT TRACKING. The line ahead lit by the headlight.
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960 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The icicles hanging {rom the chassis,
‘ now ruby red, lit by the glare from the fire-box.

CUT. MUSIC CUTS. NATURAL TRAIN NOISE INTERIOR.
INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO  NIGHT

961 CLOSE SHOT. The stove in the cartle-waggon, red-hot for one
third of its height, shedding a cheerful glow on {filthy straw
trampled and sticky, strewn with garbage. In the straw, sleeping
figures, fully clothed under ragged blankets and coats, hairy
faces, mouths agape, men, women and children mixed promiscuously.
It has a sort of basic comfort; we feel at any rate they must be warm
enough. Cooking utensils, filthy with constant use, swing and slop
to the movement of the train. CAMERA PANS up slightly along
the gangway. The straw like a stables, shrouded figures all
asleep. .

962 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER witha week's growth of beard asleep
. on his bottom bunk. |

963 CLOSE SHOT. TONYA and SASHA, she a bit grubby, he spotless
in the bunk above, CAMERA LIFTS to YURI in the topmost bunk,
asleep and bearded like ALEXANDER. .

964 LONG SEOT. The sleeping waggon sway-ing' to the motion of -
the train. .

965 CLOSE SHOT. A ragged middle-aged MAN, his eyes on the face
of 2 fat PEASANT WOMAN sleeping against him. He raises his
head and kisses her. Still asleep, she turns away. He goes
towards her. :

966 CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED, awake and watching. At firsta
grin, then more serious.

967 CLOSE SHOT. The MAN is holding the PEASANT WOMAN's face
in his hand, kissing her on the mouth. Still half-asleep she begins
to respond.

968 CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED, watching. The waggon lurches, one or
two figures stir in their sleep, SOUND changes into a metallic
rattle: .

EXTERIOR RAILWAY SCANDINAVIAN UNIT DAY FOR NIGHT
WINTER

969 LONG SHOT TRACKING. The struts of an iron bridge flash by
ab_ove a moonlit frozen river,
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INTERICR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO  NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. YURI is wakened. The waggon gives another
jolt. On SCUND the metallic rattle returns to normal. YURI
looks down along the waggon.

MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. The glowing stove, the {ilth it
{lluminates, furtive motion among the figures there.

CLOSE UP. YURL He turns away, not condemnatory or
disgusted but with more food for thought than he can digest. By
him is a tiny thick glass window. With both hands he hauls it
back, on SOUND the racket of the train increases, particles of
ice fly in from the blackness. Screwing up his eyes he approaches
his face to it.

-EXTERICR RAILWAY SCANDINAVIAN UNIT DAY FOR NIGHT

WINTER

" LONG SEOT. The vast expanse of a frozen lake gliding by.

Distant islands and f{ir trees.
INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO NIGH‘I‘

CLOSE UP. The top half of YURI's face framed in the window,
from outside. He raises-his eyes:

PROCESS SHOT SCANDINAVIAN UNIT AND STUDIO  NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. A white moon in a black sky over an icey
landscape. :

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO  NIGHT

CLOSE UP. YURI, looking up at the moon. On SOUND a mocking
chuckle.. He turns, sees: ' _

CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED. His eyes and bared teeth shine from
the darkness. '

DISSOLVE. MUSIC as before.
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY WINTER - SNOW

LONG SBOT. The train making its way across a vast white
landscape under a bruised sky.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC down, natural train noises interior.
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INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO DAY

879 MEDIUM SHOT. Everyone awake. Cooking going on around the
stove. A small group around the ZHIVAGO bunks grouped around:

980 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER on the middle bunk, legs elegantly
crossed, reading in his expressive cultivated tones to SASARA who
looks at his Grandfather's face, not understanding most of what he
hears, but loving him. '

ALEXANDER :

"When Count Xalinin entered the ballroom, he at once
saw Colonel Oblonsky, very much at his ease with Lydia,
her two sisters and the brilliant Natasha Karlovna.

981 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA listening on the top bunk.

ALEXANDER (SOUND)
Towards this conspicuous group our hero made his way
with awkward but determined steps” -

982 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER and SASHA.
" < Now we're for it - (SASHA, uncomprehending, nods
eagerly) Colonel Oblonsky slightly turned his back and
Anushka hid 2 smile behind her fan - "

On SOUND a sort of muffled whoop, and the train noise suddenly
softened. ALEXANDER breaks off.

883 CLOCSE UP. YURI pulls back the window and gets a vicious facetul
of driving snow. ' :

9t4 CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED laughing delightedly.
CUT. MUSIC IN. |
EXTERIOR RAILWAY  LOCATION DAY  WINTER - SNOWING

985 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. On the roof of the waggon thick Snow
teems at us past the streaming red bamners, almost obliterating
the locomotive up in the front.

986 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The locomotive as seen from the roof
of the front waggon. Snow whips at us, up and over,

987 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA SHOOTING along the snow-covered
rails from the side of the track. The train approaching with its
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snow plough churning up a bow-wave - which envelopes us as it
passes,

CUT

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  LOCATION  NIGHT WINTER -
o ~ SNOWING

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The front of the locomotive, the
head-light on, snow streaking through its beam.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT SHOOTING over the dark funnel of
the locomotive into the swirling blizzard ahead lit by the headlight.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC OUT. Natural interior train noise.
INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. The filthy straw on the floor of the waggon is being
swept and shovelled into a heap.

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER, TONYA and SASHA watching from
a bunk, their faces covered above the nose by scarves and
handkerchiefs. b

LONG SHOT. The FORCED LABOUR MEN, rags round their faces,
at work shovelling the mess towards the door. YURI sprinkling
disinfectant. Everyone else standing back in the gloom watching,
their noses covered. Two FORCED LABOUR MEN pick up 2 crow-
bar and: ‘

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Start working at the door with the crow=bar.
1t gives with a grinding of ice. Other FORCED LABOUR MEN pull

it slowly back revealing 2 brightly lit second ""door", 2 smooth
curtain of translucent ice and snow. One of the men picks up a
shovel. The others stand back as he aims a blow at it:

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY WINTER-SUNLIT
: SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. The shovel smashes a bole in the ice door revealing
an almost blinding glimpse of sunlit snow.

LONG SHOT. The TRAIN all white now, fairylike, pants its way
through a white Christmas Card landscape under a brilliant blue

sky.
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CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA low, SHOOTING out through the open
door over a foreground of heaped straw. The last of the ice is
broken down. The wind sweeps in. They start shovelling out the |
mess. ‘

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. A group of TRAVELLERS wince, duck, turn their
backs to escape the freezing blast. -

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. SHOOTING from outside. The shovelling
completed, the men slide back the door with a thump.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY  WINTER-SUNLIT-
SNOW

LONG SHOT. " The train steams away from us out of 2 small
cutting. It leaves behind in foreground the steaming heaps of filthy
straw, like the droppings of a beautiful white animal.

DISSOLVE

| INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

LONG SHOT. 1In the -v&aggon, for no particular reason, everyoné
is singing, rocking to and fro, hairy mouths agape, cheeks red,
‘eyes shining.

CLOSE SEOT. YURI and TONYA with SASHA between them,

rock in harmony on the middle bunk. ALEXANDER standing by
them contributes an ingenious bit of cocunter-point to whatever crude
melody they are at. YURI and TONYA laugh, and she kisses him
quickly.

CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED not 'sing-ing, watching. He turns away from
them, bitter. On SOUND the train noise alters.

MEDIUM SHOT. Brakes go on, the singing falters. A vatof
potatoes slops on the stove with 2 cloud of steam. The couplings
slam and jerk, everyone bracing themselves. Brakes go off, go on
again. ' ‘

CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS. ALEXANDER holding on to the
bunk. The train slows and slows, all looking with curiosity towards:

CLOSE SHOT By the door two FORCED LABOUR MEN look to
MILITIAMAN. He hesitates, but he too is curious as the train is
now moving very slowly. He gestures permission and they go to
drag back the door. : , '
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CLOSE SEOT. YURI and ALEXANDER. Daylight floods over
them. '

EXTERIOR RAILWAY. BURNT VILLAGE LOCATICN DAY _
WINTER - SNOW. (2 CAMERAS {for different POV {or these burnt
village shots) _

CLOSE SEOT. The door slides back to reveal 2 LONG SHOT of
a slowly-passing white glare. Then something forms in it.
Trees, the frozen carcass of a horse, a small house with its roof
off, blackened timbers against the sky.

. INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

1010

1011

1012

1013

1014

1015/
1017

CLOSE CEQT. More and more travellers crowd into the door,
among them YURI and ALEXANDER, looking out past CAMERA
at: .

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER - SNOW. o .

MEDIUM LONG SHOT TRACKING. Their POV. A huddle of huts,
burned virtually to the ground. More animal carcasses; a village
church, blackened below, half the dome gone like the shell of

an egg, revealing a smoke-blackened fresco. The deed preceded
the blizzard as all is well covered with snow. :

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE UP. TONYA, at the back of the crowd around the door,
standing on tip-toe seeing:

EXTERIOR RAILWAY BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER - SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. The silhouetted heads of people in the doorway,
village passing behind them, then without warning (train noise
altering) dark station buildings abscure the whiteness.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Looking ahead, the platform sweeping
by. Ruined and blackened buildings out of which emerge half a
dozen dreadful looking MEN and WOMEN waving to the t{rain to
stop. The engine whistles warningly. On SCUND we hear it
gathering speed.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHCTS. TRAVELLERS watching, including YURI and
ALEXANDER.
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EXTERIOR RAILWAY  BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER - SNOW

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A middle-aged and raddled WOMAN
makes a run towards the waggon door. She is carrying 2 tiny child.
As she draws level CAMERA PANS back with her as she gathers
all her strength for the final effort.

WOMAN (Shouting up into the waggon)
Help me brothers, for the love of God!

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. One or two men including YURI kneel into picture
holding out their hands.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER-SNOW

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The running WOMAN on the platform
seen over the heads of the crouching men in the waggon door.

On SOUND the engine noisy now, gathering speed. They grab

at her once - and miss. She falls back a pace or two. Everyone
starts yelling encouragement at her. She gains on the train a little,
holds out the BABY - someone grabs it.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. The WOMAN running desperately. On
SOUND yelling and train noise increasing.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE UP (Hand-held) Hands reaching out from the train.
Blurred faces in background shouting.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER - SNOW | o

CLOSE UP TRACKING. The VCMAN near the end of her strength.
A horrified look ahead: -

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The end of the platform sweeping
towards her.

MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA near the end of the platform where, at

the last moment, the WOMAN is grabbed by those in the open doorway

Her legs swing out over the track.

i
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Over the legs, heads and shoulders of
those in the waggon we see the WOMAN screaming with {ear,

her rotten clothing tearing and someone clutching her hair, the
track racing behind her. Sheis hauled up like a sack and lies on
the floor unconscious. : :

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. YURI rises into picture face to face with TONYA |
who says: ' _ .

TONYA
Yuri, the child's dead ...

The daylight fades. Thereisa crash as the door is slammed to.
cuT

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION SUNSET WINTER -
' SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. The train approaches out of 2 red sunset;
The headlight is switched on as the locomotive thunders by into:

REVERSE SHOT. The black eastern horizon. The headlight
tracing 2 travelling circle of white along the snowy tracks.

DISSOLVE
INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON ' STUDIO  NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. In the waggon, night. The WOMAN is greedily
eating from a can, seated on TONYA's bunk. ALEXANDER has

the swaddled and bound body of the child on his knees. All
ebullience gone, he caresses it with mindless pity, looking more
than his age, his red- rimmed eyes full of tears.. He i{s hardly
hearing the talk about him, thinking of ANNA, wishing he were with
her. TONYA has a pan {rom which she refills the WOMAN's can
when the WOMAN thrusts it out. A ring of faces surrounds them.
The WOMAN, a hard-faced, ingratiating, middie-aged peasant,
apologetically cheerful: :

WOMAN -
It wasn't my child dear, and his little soul's in Heaven now,
that's certain.

There is a good deal of sympathy for her. MILITIAMAN cautiously:
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1037

MILITIAMAN
Who did it, Comrade, the Whites?

WOMAN
The Whites - ? (Senses 2 political delicacy here,. Flatly:)

No ... Strelnikov.

A murmur "Strelnikov”, and a discreet dispersal,

MILITIAMAN (Uncomiortably stern)
Well then, you must have done something.

WOMAN (Indignant for the first time)

"It wasn't us, Comrade - the General said we'd sold

horses to the Whites - but it wasn't us - it was those
pigs in Kuniko - we told him. But he didn't believe us.

-

KOSTOYED

.1 expect you were lying.

WOMAN
As God's my witness -

EOSTOYED -

But he isn't. (He stares her down; we realize she may

be lying) General Streinikov is a great man. (To SASHA,
who is looking up at him, awed:) A General Sasha, and
he lives on bread and water.

SASHA (To YURI)
Does he?

YURI
1 don't know. They say so.

KOSTOYED
1t's true. (To SASHA again, rhetorical) No-one knows
where he comes from, and they never know where he is -

WOMAN (Laconic)
He's back up the line. -

KOSTOYED
Yes? (With satisfaction) Someone's for it, eh?

MILITIAMAN and others move away, uneasy.
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1032/ Continued
1037 -
SASHA (Puzzled) R

Daddy ... Is General Strelnikov a2 good man, ora bad man?

KOSTOYED (Delighted)
Answer your son.

YURI .
He's very good and very cruel.

ALEXANDER (Bitter)
A Bolshevik Saint.

KOSTOYED

He's no Bolshevik. The Bolsheviks will do for Strelnikov.
when he's done what they want for them. He's 2 free man;
like me. They don't like that, the Bolsheviks ... (Looks
at YURI) They don't like clever men, either...

The waggon gives a violent sidMys lurch. They cling to their
bunks. Then the brakes begin to go on. A chorus of exasperated
groans. _ : ‘

ALEXANDER (Quite shrill, near to breaking point)
Oh really, not again! What this time?

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT
WINTER - SNOW

1038 1ONG SHOT. The train slides into an overgrown siding, in the
moonlight, nowhere.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO NIGHT

1039 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER and TONYA. The waggon lurches to
a halt. .

TONYA (Soothing)
Never mind, Father, Get a good night's sleep.

ALEXANDER (His eyes on the bundle on his knees)
1 know what I'm going to do.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR RAILWAY  LOCATION DAWN  WINTER - SNOW

1040 CLOSE SHOT. Grey dawn. A small grave, a mound of black-brown
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earth in the whiteness. CAMERA PANS up along footmarks in
the snow into a LONG SHOT of the train in the siding. Most of
the passengers have alighted. Some walk about, ‘others stand idly
and shiver, morose, by the track. _

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS in a little group including
the WOMAN. Someone says’

SOMEONE o
Look! ' '

Heads turn. TONYA picks up SASHA.
CLOSE UP. TONYA holding SASHA.

TONYA
Sasha, look!

LONG SHOT. A glimmering line of mountains on the horizon,
revezled by the rising sun. On SOUND someone says:

SOMEONE (SOUND)
The Urals.

CLOSE UP. YURI, the sunlight now pink on his face. On SOUND
TONYA tells SASHA. : ‘ ' '

TONYA (SOUND)
That's where we're going darling. Turough the mountains
and into the Forest, and then it will be much warmer.

CLOSE UP. TONYA and SASHA.

SASHA (Nervously) -
Will there be wolves in the Forest?

A murmur of laughter. A MOURNFUL HOWL {rom the far
distance - the siren of a train. TONYA and SASHA turn:

LONG SHOT. SHOOTING up the centre of the main line.
Passengers are running off the tracks, forming an avenue on either
side, all looking at the howling but still tiny object approaching
dead-centre of picture.

CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS watching, on SOUND the approaching

siren growing louder.
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LONG SEOT. From the roof of our train, framed in foreground
by the drooping red banners, the main line and the rapidly
approaching express.

CLOSE SHOT. The WOMAN, frightened and backing slowly away.

LONG SHOT. The express much nearer still, its siren continuous,
louder and more sirident. The rising sun emphasises a just-
vis'ible splash of red on the locomotive. '

CLOSE SHOT. A line of SAILORS beside their special coach.
All seem impressed and excited. - .

MEDIUM SHOT. The express hurtling towards us at speed -
a red locomotive headed by some low-slung carriage - guns
sticking out.

BIG CLOSE UP. The WOMAN, now really frightened.
LONG SHOT. From the roof of our waggons. The express

rushes through the lines of passengers, bellowing. Itisan
armoured train, preceded by an armoured carriage and drawing

four or five others in the middle of which is a passenger coach.

With a bang it roars past.

CLOSE SHCT. The SAILORS raising their clenched fists in salute
and yelling, "Strelnikov!!" above the din. '

MEDIUM SHOT. From the roof of the waggons the armoured
train hurtles away down the line, its slip-stream seeming to

draw a crackiing salute {rom the red banners on the Special coach
for a figure on the observation platform at the rear. : ;

CLOSE SHOT. The WOMAN {rom the burning village.

WOMAN
Yes ... That's Strelnikov.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. STRELNIKOV on the platform. He has
come out here to share the sufferings of the muifled RED ARMY
SENTRY, who stands behind him. He seems indifferent to the icy
blast which lashes at his black leather overcoat and whips his
breeches about his legs; his black leather gloves are clenched on
the guard rail. His pale, scarred, spectacled face is immobile.
It is PASHA. o

LONG SHOT. His armoured train whirls away from us towards the
mountains, glinting in the sun.

FADE OUT
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The THEATRE lights are on at the end of the INTERVAL. On
SOUND, behind drawn curtains, the train is descending a gradient,
the rhythm accelerating excitingly, the locomotive whistling - as
if calling the audience back to their seats. Continue for some

thirty seconds. -HEOUSE LIGHTS DIM. CURTAINS PART. Then:

EXTERIOR RAILWAY CANADIAN UNIT - DAY
SPRING - SNOW

LONG SHOT TRACKING. A pin-point of light appears in the
centre of the black screen, rapidly expands - we are emerging
from a tunnel - CAMERA on front of the train. We rush downhill,
out into sunlight, melting snow, a glimpse of grand mountain
scenery, snow-capped peaks, forests, green valleys below us.
The line ahead immediately curves into another tunnel - which
engulfs us - but a short one.” We slam out of it into another moun-
tain vista with distant foothills swathed in mist. )

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

LONG SEOT. The waggon shuddering and lurching under the

speed of the train. Everyone rather-excited hanging on tight,
cooking utensils dancing on the floor. On SOUND a great noise
from the racing wheels screeching and clattering down the gradient;
suddenly changing into a roaring echo as the train enters another
tunnel. '

CLOSE SEOT. ALEXANDER, one arm round TONYA, the other
gripping the upright of the middle bunk where they are sitting.

.&LOSE SHOT. YURI and SASHA lying on their stomachs on the

top bunk, their heads by the window. On SCUND the train leaves
the tunnel. YURI gives 2 quick glance through the window and raises
SASHA to it. _ o

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  CANADIAN UNIT DAY SPRING-
- . SNOW

LONG SHOT TRACKING. CAMERA SHOOTING straight out of
the side of the train. Lower now. Spectacular mountain scenery
quickly dropping away to a mist-covered valley. :

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE UP. YURI and SASHA. SASHA withdraws his face from
the window to let his father look, but as YURI does so the window
blacks out as the train enters another tunnel.
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CLOSE SHOT. LOSTOYED laughing up at YURI. The trzin
lurches into z curve. KOSTOYED has to hold on tight.

LONG ShOT. Everyone hanyging on tight. The cooking
utensils sliding slowly across tne floor. The train
levels out, the engine shrieks.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  MAIN UNIT DAY  SPRING-FOG

MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA on top of first waggon, locometive
in forecround. e burst out of the tunnel into a wall
cf mist, glimpse the trunks of trees flicking past.

The SOUND muff{led. :

DISSOLVE

- INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIC DAY = SPRING-FOG

.CLOSE UP. YURI awakes in darkness and silence. Into

the silence, the SOUND of running water.

EXTERICR RAILWAY FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY
SPRING-FOG : : v

LONG SHOT. The trazin white with hoar-frost, in a
Forest siding, the engine gone, shrouded in early
morning mist. .

CLOSE .SHOT. The window of the ZHIVAGOS waggon slid
bzck and YURI'S eyes appear. fe sees:

A RED ARMY SENTRY drifts past among the shrouded trees.
YURI shuts the window and lies back. CAMERA PANS down
to the dimly lit bunk where SASEA lies bteside his mother.
He leans out of the bunk looking upwards. '

SASHA (Plaintive)
Daddy ...
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1074 CLOSE UF. YURI turns hic head slichtly.

SASHA (SOUND)
... What's that necise?

YURI (“hispering)
It's only 2 waterfall.

SASHA (SCUND. A pause, then:)
No, the cther noise?

e hear the other noise, an unsteady spasmodic Tumble,

YURI
Guns, Sasha.

SASHA
Are they fighting?

YURT .
They must te. It's a long w2y away ...
Let's go tc sleep ... :

1075 CLOSE UP. SASHA disappears into the shadows.

-
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CLOSE UP. YURI But he doesn't go to sleep. The sound of
the waterfall, overcoming the guns.again, is making him restless.

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR RAILWAY FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY
SPRING - FOG . _

MEDIUM LONG SEOT. The ghostly trunks of trees, birdsong.
A brief grumble of gunfire. The suna white glow over all.
YURI appears through the trees looking around for the waterfall.

CLOSE SHOT. He stops, listening. The sound of the waterfall
no nearer. He looks upwards, sees something and walks in that
direction.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. YURI'S POV. The sun, just visible
as a white disc, flitting between the trees. '

MEDIUM SEOT. YURI comes out of the trees, runs down 2 steep
bank and finds himself back on the railway standing at a junction of
two lines. He hesitates, selects one line and walks zlong it towards
CAMERA which TRACKS back in CLOSE SBOT before him, trees,
mist and birdsong all about. On SOUND there is a sudden hiss of
steam. He checks; -

MEDIUM SHOT. The wedge-shaped snout of STRELNIKOV's
train confronts him. '

 CLOSE SHOT. YURI cautiously takes 2 couple of paces sideways.

MEDIUM SEOT., TEREE MEN are just visible in the mist, talking
to the DRIVER.

CLOSE UP. YURI withdraws hastily but on SOUND:

ADC (SOUND)
Stop him!

YURI runs. On SOUND several other shouts.

'MEDIUM SHOT. ADC and ARMYMAN runniﬁg towards YURI from
the train. '

CLOSE PANNING.SHOT. YURI runs slap into a RED ARMY SENTRY
who flings him expertly to the ground as another SENTRY runs
out of the mist.
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1087 CLOSE UP. YURL His arms are twisted up behind his back.

YURI
Look ...

SECOND SENTRY rams his face into the ground. CAMERA PANS
down YURI's body where FIRST SENTRY searches his pockets.
ADC's feet come into picture.

-

1088 CLOSE SHOT ADC comes toa standstill. A middle-aged ma.n,*_
- a promoted Sergeant. YURI's papers are put into his hands.

1088 CLOSE SHOT. YURL SENTRY returns to the search; grunts
as he feels something metalina pocket, glances at YURI with
something like respect. But all he pulls out is YURI's roll of
knife, fork and spoon which he hands up to:

1080 CLOSE SHOT. ADC who takes them. -

ADC
*That all?

SENTRY {SOUND)
That's all.

ADC withdraws the knife from the roll.

1001 CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YURI as he 1s yanked to his
feet, his face scratched and bruised. His eyes travel downwards
to: |

1092 CLOSE UP. The ADC's fingers feeling the point of the knife.

1093 CLOSE UP. YURI, his eyes going back to the ADC. On SOUND:

ADC (SOUND)
Bring bhim.

YURI is hustied forward.
CUT
INTERIOR STRELNIKOV'S TRAIN STI_}DIO DAY
1094 CLOSE SHOT. Strelnikov's office on the train is austere and clean.
PASHA sits at a table looking through YURI's papers, his other

pelongings before him. He wears even thicker spectacles than he
used to, but looks tougher. The scar now an established feature of
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1095
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1097

1098/
1100

1182
Continued

his face. Military smart, in command of himself and everything.
He puts the papers on the desk and nods to:

MEDIUM SHOT. The ADC standing at the door. He opens the
door disclosing a glimpse of the rest of the coach, 2 military

office where YURI stands guarded by the two SENTRIES. ADC
motions to YURI who comes forward into the room. On seeing
PASHA he“looks startled, not quite sure whether or not this is

the formidable rapscallion who toock LARA from the SV ENTYTSKY's
Christmas Party. YURI comes to a standstill in CLOSE UP looking
down at PASHA.

CLOSE UP. PASHA. He looks at YURI penetratingly as ADC
takes up a position behind him.

PASHA
Who sent you here, Zhivago?

CLOSE UP. YURI

YURI :

No one sent me here, Generzl. I'm going to Yuriatin,
with my wife and child. They're on the train from
Moscow - (He gestures)

CLOSE SHOT. PASEA and YURL

PASEA
Yes, we've checked that. (He doesn't take his eyes from
YURI)

YURI
Then = ?

PASHA

You put your knife with a fork and a spoon and it looks
quite innocuous. Perhaps you travel with a wife and child
for the same reason? :

YURI (Horrified)
No.

PASHA
Yuriatin is occupied by White Guards. Is that why you're
going there?
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1098/ Continued -
1100
s YURI '
No! We're going on, to Varykino.

PASHA
Not through Yuriatin, It's under shellfire.

YURI _
General, I am not 2 White Agent.

' PASHA | ' |
No, I don't think you are. All right, Kolya. Thank you,
Comrades. Sit down, Doctor. Kolya, go along.

YURI sits opposite PASHA. ADC places a revolver on ihe table,
PASEA picks it up, hands it back.

Take it, take it.

1101 MEDIUM SHOT. ADC reluctantly takes it, follows SENTRIES
from the room.

1102/ CLOSE SEOT. YURI and PASHA.
1106 X ’ '

PASHA (His tone light but his glance unwavering)

It's not as silly as it seems. There have been one or two
attempts. (Raises voice) And go away from the door!
(He seems to relax) Are you the poet?:

YURI answers cautiously throughout what follows, aware that
whatever else it i5, it is not a literary discussion. ‘

YURI
Yes.

PASHA
I used to ad;nire your poetry.

YURI
- Thank you.

PASHA
I shouldn't admire it now ...

YURI looks at him warily. His tone is discursive but his eyes
are sharp, and he toys "idly" with the krife.
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1102/ Continued

1106

PASHA (Cont)

1 should find it absurdly - personal. Don't you agree?
Feelings, insights, affections. (He wrinkles his nose)

It's suddenly trivial, now. You don't agree. You're wrong.
The personal life is dead in Russia. History has killed it.
(A pause) I can see how you might hate me.

YURI (Mildly startled, then puzzled)
I hate everything you say; but not enough to kill you for it.

PASHA
You have a brother.

. YUR!I (Surprised again)
Yevgraf?

PASEA
Yevgraf. Yes. The Policeman

YURI
I didn't know that,

PASHA
Perhaps not. A "secret” Policeman. Did he send you here?

YURI .

Yevgrat? No ... Yevgrai's a Bolshevik - (The faintest

non-committal nod from PASHA. YURI senses deep water)
... ] don't know anything about - these things.

PASHA
" Or you know a great deal. When you came in, you recognised
me. How? Has someone shown you photographs? '

YURIL
No.

PASHA '
1 am certain that you recognised me.

YURI hesitates, but there is nothing else for it:

YURI
I've seen you before, General.

PASHA flips a look, almost alarmed at him.

PASHA
When? -

YURI
Six years ago.

PASHA stiffens.



185

1102/ Continued

1106

1107

PASHA
Go on.

YURI
Christmas Eve. You...

His voice tails. PASHA is looking at him in the role of Strelnikov.

PASHA (Very quietly) .
You were there? (Hard) Or has someone told you this?

YURI
1 attended to the man, who was injured by your wife.

PASEA (His look becomes relieved, malignantly triumphant).

Why do you call her my wife?

YURI '
" 1 met her again. We served together on the Ukranian Front.

Now in PASHA's dreadful stare comes an element of something
frightened; and like most frightened men he looks dangerous.
Very carefully: '

I'm sure she v_rin vouch for me, if she's with you.

PASHA's face goes stiff with pain for just one second, then he
relinquishes the knife and with surprising clumsiness, distastefully
shoves knife, fork, spoon across the table. YURI takes them,

understanding that this means acquittal but waiting for the explanation.

Rolling up the cioth he looks at PASHEA warily.

PASHA
1 haven't seen her since the War. She's jln Yuriatin.

YURI does a horrified double-take. Looks out of the window,

EXTERIOR FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY SPRING-
FOG

MEDIUM SEOT. YURI'S POV through the window. The misty
trees, the sun in the mist, the mist lifting. On SOUND rumbling

guns.
"YURI (SOUND)
Yuriatin!

" PASHA (SOUND)
The private life is dead.
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INTERIOR STRE LMKOV'S TRAIN STUDIO DAY

1108/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and PASHA.

1111 : '
PASHA ‘
For a man with any manhood.

He is watching YURI with cold contemi_:t as he folds up his things.
YURI rises; struggles to curb himself but:

YURI
We saw a sample of your manhood on the way. A place
called Mink.

PASHA (A shadow on his face)

They'd been selling horses 10 the Whites.

YURI '

No. It seems that you burned the wrong village.
PASHA

They always say that. And what does it matter? A
village betrays us, a village is burnt. The point's made.

YURI
Your point. Their village.

PASHA (Rises swiitly, calls)
Kolya.

A beat of silence. They confront each othér. |

And what will you do, with your wife and child, in Varykino?
YURI (Looks away; he must curb himself)
Just live. .

ADC comes in. '

PASHA (Curtly) '
Take him away, he's innocent. (Bitterly) Of everything.

cuT
EXTERIOR FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY SPRING - FOG

1112 CLOSE SHOT. Armoured outside door of Carriage-Office crashes
open and YURI, white-faced, tumbles out into the-thinning mist.
ADC descends and says:

ADC
You're lucky ...

And leads the way across the tracks, CAMERA PANNING with them.
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INTERIOR STRELNIKOV'S TRAIN STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA shooting up from outside the window of
PASHA's office. He stands there watching YURI. Back rigid,
hands behind him, STRELNIKOV. The misty sun reflected in the
glass gives him a removed, wraith-like quality. On SOUND distant

EXTERIOR FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY SPRING-FOG

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The locomotive, with steam up and icicles
gone, is back in front of the train. It toot-toots impatiently.
YURI and ADC appear through the mist.

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER, his arm round TONYA at the open
door of the waggon. Their anxious faces lighting as they see: -
MEDIUM PANNING SHOT. YURI and ADC hastening towards the
train, the engine tooting impatiently. TRAVELLERS leaning out of
waggon doors watching as YURI, still grim, reaches the train and
is helped up by ALEXANDER, drawn with anxiety and patting his
back wordlessly. ' . : '

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA waits in the darkness of the waggon, ready
to faint with the release of pent anxiety. Holds out her arms to
YURI. On SOUND the crash of the waggon door, leaving them in
the too-familiar semi-blackness. He embraces her, kissing her
hair, she clinging to him. They are jolted 2s the train starts. :
ALEXANDER steadies them, an arm on each, as the swaying. rumble
of wheels and noise from the locomotive begin all over again. YURI
raises his face from TONYA's head to say to ALEXANDER.

YURI _ |
We've been diverted. D'you know where we're going?

ALEXANDER
Yes ... {A tired smile) Varykino halt.

YURI (Takes it in)
Oh thank God. (Bends to her again)

CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED {who has been among the curious faces
all about them) now skips back to his bunk. He shouts above the
gathering train noise:

KOSTOYED
Comrades. ... (He grins expectantly, sly) There'il
be three empty bunks here to-night!
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LONG SHOT. A pause. Then a rush of the bunkless.’ A weak-to-
the-wall scrimmage of a dozen desperate people develops rapidly.

CLOSE SHEOT. TheZHIVAGOS, alarmed, make a dash towards the
bunks.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA's bunk in foreground, the fighting PASSENGERS
in background. SASHA crouches in a corner, frightened, as one man
already in possession is hauled out by two other men who then fight
between themselves. YURI grabs SASHA from the bunk, hands him to
TONYA. Looks upwards. :

CLOSE SHOT. YURI's bunk. Another scramble for possession.
The ZHIVAGOS things being thrown aside inciuding the balalaika
which YURI takes and holds up at arms length.

MEDIUM SHOT. The FIGHT round the bunks. Chaos. On SOUND
the train slamming over points beneath the yelling.

CLOSE UP. XOSTOYED laughing above the uproar.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR VARYKINO EALT LOCATION DAY SPRING

LONG SHOT. Varykino Halt. The train puffing away from the

sunlit little country station léaving a blessed silence. The ZHIVAGOS
marooned on the platform with their baggage looking around them. .
Sunshine and trees in bud. Barely opened daffodils and crocuses in
the flower beds. No sign of snow. A tiny Red Flag nailed above the
portico in obedience to some regulation merely emphasises the old-
world nature of the rest of it.

CLOSE UP. TONYA, looking around, breathing it all in with
passionate gratityde. '

TONYA
How lovely ...! ©Oh how lovely .. .

MEDIUM SHOT. The ZHIVAGOQ on the platform, the train now
almost out of sight. ALEXANDER walks a few paces call
tentatively:

ALEXANDER
Hello ...? Hello...?

No-ocne. Then sees:
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HEDIUM LONG SHOT. Running across the road from his
cortare, struggling into his anciant unifern coat as

-

he runs, the STATION MASTER.

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER, the others behind him, smiles |
wistfully. . '

MEDIUM PANNING SHCT. STATION MASTER, a scmewhat
flustered and elderly person with a forked white bezrg,
trots in through a wicket gate and stops in CLOSE SHOCT
with ALEXANDER, staring incredulously.

STATION MASTER
... Alexander Maximicvich?

ALEXANDER, grubby, bearded scarecrow, smilesifaintly.
ALEXANDER
Yes it's me, Petya. (STATICN MASTER wnips
off his hat and kisses his hand) Now, now,
now. That's all done with you know.
At which, much moved, they embrace. Then, comingAapart.

How can we get to the house, Petya?

~ STATICH MASTER has a moment's uneasiness, his eyes

SCENE

1133

shifting uncertainly; then, deteruinedly:

STATION HASTER
As you always did, Your Honours!

DISSCLVE | .
NUMBERS 1131 TC 1132 CUT
EXTERIOR FOREST ROAD  LOCATION  SPRING

A pony and tT2D, occupied by the FAMILY, driven by
STATION MASTER, pulled by a marte acconpanied by her
fozl, approaches up a sun-striped mountain rcad between
tall conifers. Spring growths of grass and wild flowers
on either hand. The road levels, a sudden sense of
lightness, openness, sunshine, breeze on their faces,

a1l turned cne way. STATICh MASTER reins in.
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1134 Their POV. The wall of trees has dropped away frem
one side of the rcad, disclosing a Forest panoramz
below and beyond ther. Plzne after plane of tree-
furred hillside recedes before them, modulating from
green to blue, with the shadows of white clouds
cruizing lazily.

Their faces relaxed. But ALEXANDER grunts:

-

ALEXANDER
What's that, Petya? Forest Fire?

1135 Their PCV. Above and bteyond 2 distant hill, a column
of smoke rises to form a hanging canopy. ON SOUND:

STATION MASTER (SOUND)
Forest Fire, Ycur Lonour? That's Yuriatin.

1136 CLC3E SHOT. YURI'S reaction.

Pcor souls. First the Reds, then the
whites - and now the Reds zgain. That
Strelnikov ... his heart oust be dead.

1137 STATIOWN MASTER whips up the horse and the trap moves.
SASﬁA locks from the grave face of his father to his
mother. :

TONYA (Brichtly) ,
%e'l]l soon te there now, Sasha.

STATION MASTER ) _
Another five miles (He is looking uneasy
.again) '

ALEXANDER :
Is it that far? One forgets ... (Looking
at STATICM MASTER, curiously:) kow is the
nlace?

STATISN MASTER (Awkwardly) '
Lell enough, Your ionour ... It's all
locked up, you know ...

DISIOLVE

SCENE “UMECRS 1138 TO 1149 CUT
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EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY SPRING

1150 EXTREME LONG ShOT. Varykino House, an old Hunting

' Lodge stands beside a distant groub of silver popolars,
alone and deserted on a vast Russian stepre. The road,
which ends at the house, winds up through uncultivated
grassland into foreground of picture where 2 weather-
beaten shrine sticks up from the unreclaimed landscape.

; A covey of pertridges whirs away as the horse and trap
enters picture and trots off towards the house,

1151 CLOSE TRACKING’SHOT. YURI and TONYA excitedly raise
SASHA between them, the better to see the house. MUSIC
nounting. ’

1152 LONG SHOT. TRACKING., Their POV of the house coming
nearer,

1153 CLOSE UP TRACKING. ALEXANDER, deeply moved by the
home-coming

1154 LONG SHOT. CAMERA PANS with the trap as it rounds the
group of poplars, swings into the overgrown forecourt
and stops in front of the house. Nobody moves for a
moment or two. All sit locking around. The end of
their journey,

1155 Their POV. In the glocm of the verandzh something white
flaps on the front docr. ALEXANDER glances frowninzly
at the Embarrassed.STATION MASTER, prepares to alight.

1156/ CLOSE SHOT. The front door, a weather-stained notice

1160 affixed to it with rusted nzils. The door secured by a
heavy hasp and padlock screwed onto it with brutal
disregard. :

STATION MASTER (Foolishly, repeats)
«ss All locked up, you see ...

YURI and TONYA have descended from the trap and followed,
ALEXANDER comes down the verandzsh steps. He is quietly
entaged at being thus excluded, not from his property
but from= his memeries. He says curtly:

ALEXANDER o
A body styling itself The Yuriatin Committee
of Revolutionary Justice has expropriated my

. hcuse in the name of the People -
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1156/ Continued

116C

He stoops and with surprising energy wrenches a big
lump ¢f rock from the cround. Advances towards the

. deor saying:

ALEXANDER (Cont)
- Very well; I'm one of the people.

STATION MASTER, hat off again, arresis him beseechingly:

STATION MASTER
Don't, Alexey Maximicvich - they'd
c21l it counter-revolutionm.

ALEXANDER (Authoritative)
Petya, get out of my way.

YURI
Father, don't (ALEXANDER swings on him)

Petya brought us here. That makes him a

counter-revolutionary toe. They shoot
counter-revelutionaries.

STATION MASTER nods eagerly to YURI, makes 2 helpless
apologetic gesture 1o ALEZANDER, looking frail and -
vulnerable. ALEXANDER casts the rock away from him,
stalks from them and stcps, his back very stiff and

still. STATION MASTER ezgerly to YURI:

STATION MASTER .
It's not the Reds in the Town, Your
khonour, it's the Reds in the Forest.

his eye unconsciously wanders cver the horizom.
{SOUND) Partisans.

" YURI (Softly)
Here?

STATION MASTER

+ho knows Your Honour? They go where
they want. (Sadly significant) And
they do what they want ... :

YURI
All we want is a roof, Petya, and a bit
of gerden., 1Is there nowhere?

STATION MASTER likes. him for his understanding,
uncondemning,

OVER
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1156/ Centinued

1160

STATION MASTER (Dubiocus)
They didn't lock the cottage ...

1161 YURI and TOMYA turn. MUSIC.

1162/ LONG SECT. The ZRIVAGOS, coarrving their few
1164 possessions, YURI with STATION MASTER, TONYA following
' with her zrm thrcupgh ALEXANDZR'S, holding SASHA with
her other hand walk away from the House towards 2 two- )
roomed wooden outhouse off the drive. It is neglected,
and the ground abcut it overgrown. But it was pretty
. once and the sun shines on it now. STATION MASTER

pushes open the unlocked dcor.

INTERICR OUTHOUSE LOCATION DAY  SPRING .

1165/ LONG SHOT. Dust falls as they enter. It is dirty,
1160 dark, forlern. The windows are opaque with grime.
A table with a missing leg end a stove are all the
furniture. Gun racks, antlered heads - -one hanging
crockedly - and a massive wolf-skin nailed to the
wall. (SASHA looks at this in silence) After a
pcuse:

YURI (Encouraginrly, but quiet)
Oh yes, we can manage here.

STATICN MASTER
" This works (hc rattles the stove). 1I'll
fetch ycu sone sticks of furniture.

YURT (Tentative) '
... and somc seed potatoes?

STATION MASTER nods guickly, grateful fer YURI'S
gratitude, avoiding ALEXADER'S eye. He goes and
throws open a rear door, A small wildermess.

STATION MASTER (SOUND)
The garden's dreadfully run back.

1167 CLOSE SdOT. YURI looks out.

YURI
Yes ... Thank you.

DISSOLVE
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LITERIOR VARYZIRO ICCATIDE Dal - AUTULN

1ONG SEOT. The outhouse, smoke rising frem 1ts

chimney into 2 heavy Autuun blue. Against one
wall @ mounsaiz of logs. The gzrden iransformed
into a2 well-cultiveted plot. YURI, slooping froo
the waist is walking backwards lifting potatoes
from the soil into a bucket. SaSHA in background
with diminutive hairy pony. YUXI glances at him.
CLOSE SHOT. SAiSEa is feeding the pony with &
hendful of fresh dandelion shoots (or some other
£itbit). - They are old frismds, the pony greedy
and the child not nervous nor particulaxrly excited.

CLCSE SHOT. YURi comes to <he end of the row,

‘straightens himself. Though in shirt-sleeves, ho

retains his waistcozt and 211 in all, despite his
wort-blackened naznds, looks. nothing like a country-
man. His face is calm but not relaxed; he has
imposed calm on himself. EHe looks around, picks:
up another already filled bucket, znd goes towards
+he outhouse. : .

INTERIOR OUTHOUSE IQCATIOR DAY AUIUMN

IONGC SEOT. Inside, the two rooms have been trans-
formed with loving industry ond are as nearly 2
home as possible, but en air of immrovisation,
precariousness persisis; @ discoloration of lhe
w.1ls shows where the wolfskin hung.

ALSTANDER is seated roading 2 bititered book while
TONY4 is brushing carth from a aillock ol potaices
and putting thea in storing rzcks. A ove her head
hang ropcs of onions. ALZIARDER looks up 2s YuRT
enters. ' :



1170 Continued

ALEXANDER
Is that the lot?

YURI
Just about.

1171 CLOSE SHOT ALEXANDER

ALEXANDER - |
Well done my boy. Imustsay... Scratch a Russian
and you'll find a peasant. Ialways said so.

1172 CLOSE SHOT. TONYA and YURI, who is now helpingher. She speaks.
softly but is angered on her husband's behalf by her father's
complacency:

TONYA

Well you're wrong. He's wox:ked like a peasant but
he's not a peasant.

YURI a little startled. Looks up and says; sincere:

YURI .
I don't mind it, Tonya.

She looks at him dubiously, knowing that there is something that he
minds, wondering what it is if not this. .

Really. It's a good life.
ALEXANDER enters picture, much relieved.
ALEXANDER
Certainly it is. I shouldn't be surprised if you two

look back on this time as one of your best.

TONYA glances at YURI, troubled. ALEXANDER gently kisses her.
Says to YURL '

Awifully glad about the expected new arrival, Yuri...
Anna was born here you know.

YURI (softly)
Oh no I didn’t. Oh I'm very glad.

On SOUND a horse snorts. ALEXANDER turns:
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1173 MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA shooting thrbugh the window where
MIKULITSIN approaches carrying a bag, leaving his horse in the
drive.

ALEXANDER (SOUND)
Ah, here's winged Mercury ...

1174 CLOSE UP. ALEXANDER as he reaches the window and peers through.
Looks a bit down in the mouth.

1175 LONG SHOT. MIKULITSIN enters, dumps the bag on the table,
takes from it packets and packages, some his, some theirs.

ALEXANDER
What news from Yuriatin, Dmitri?

MIKULITSIN {plate-faced) -
No lard, no sugar, oil next week perhaps; flour,
salt, coffee, nails. (He remains motionless)

1176 CLOSE SEQOT ALEXANDER AND MIKULITSIN

ALEXANDER (quietly, fearfully)
Bad news?  (And as MIKULITSIN looks up at him)
Oh Lord, not another purge ...

MIKULITSIN
No. Strelnikov's gone.

1177 CLOSE UP YURI, attentive.

ALEXANDER (st”ND)
Well that‘s not bad news.

MIKULITSIN (SOUND)
No. He's in Mancuria; they say.

1178 MEDIUM SHOT MIKULITSIN pulls out a local paper, printed on
grey newsprint.

That's the news.

He puts it on the table and goes. As the door slams everyone looks
back at the paper. ALEXANDER picks it up and sits. YURI and
TONYA also sit, looking at him. After 2 moment he lowers the
paper, says quietly:



1178

1179

1180

1181
1182
1183
1184

1185

198
Continued

ALEXANDER .
They've shot the Tsar. Andall his family ... Ch
that's a savage deed ... (He looks down and up
again; bursts out, bewildered:) What's it for?.

YURI
It's to show there's no going back.

All three remain as they are, silent and still, while on SOUND the
wind begins to moan and:

'DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR VARYKINO OUTHOUSE  LOCATION DAY
WINTER-SNOW

LONG SEOT. The outhouse in winter, bleak under a dull grey sky.
A moaning wind blows little tendrils of ice particles over the ‘
frozen snow.

EXTERIOR OUTHOUSE STUDIO DAY WINTER

CLOSE SHOT From outside we see YURI looking from 2 window
whose casing is bound in bars of ice. :

EXTERIOR OUTHOUSE . LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. The garden obliterated as the graveyard was
obliterated: a bunch of tumbleweed is blown across it as the wreatn
was blown from his mother’s grave.

EXTERIOR OUTHOUSE STUDIO DAY WINTER
CLOSE UP YURI at the window as before.

LONG SHOT Inside the room ALEXANDER is gazing listlessly
at the stove. He raises his eyes as YURI turns from the window
and sits at the table near the window.

CLOSE SHOT YURI at the table. On it lie an unused notebook
and a pencil with which he toys absently.. On SOUND a familiar
thumping noise. He looks up at:

MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. TONYA "assisted” by SASHA is
ironing, framed in the connecting door to the next room. Steam
rises round her, as it rose round LARA in the hospital, but no
sunlight falls on her, nor anywhere else in the little place. We
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feel now that their domestic improvisation, though heroic, is
inadequate.

CLOSE SHOT YURI turns back; starts doodling with the pencil.
The iron thumps. The wind moans. On SOUND.

TONYA (SOUND)
Yuri, why don't you go into Yuriatin?

The pencil slips from his {ingers. He doesn't know, for ohce, what

to say. And before he can think:

ALEXANDER (SOUND. With disinterested benevolence)
Why don't you my boy? It'd do you good.

YURI (unconsciously defensive)
Why, what's in Yuriatin?

CLOSE SHOT ALEXANDER

ALEXANDER
*T' isn't Petersburg; a very decent little library.
If it's still there.

LONG SHOT

TONYA
1 wish you would Yuri.

YURI (finaily) . :
Oh no I don't think so. (Gets up) Anyway, the roads
are blocked ... _ _

Be wanders back to the window. -

CLOSE UP. He stands locking out of the window. On SOUND the

moaning wind. CAMERA TRACKS slowly in to his face. His eyes
have focused on:

BIG CLOSE UP. The delicate patterns of frost on the glass.
MUSIC. The patterns become brighter. CAMERA TRACKS
closer. Sunlight begins to flash on the myriad tiny facets of the
ice ...

DISSOLVE
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MICR0SCOFE SHOT

»

-nJJénf/'CLGSE 2. A snowflzks as ssen through 2 mieroscope.
A perfection of symmetry. IS weakens, melts, rums,
becones liquid. The ligquid bocomes yellow - pure
daffodil yellow £illing the screen. : ‘
DISSCLVE. MUSIC INCREASING

1182 EIG CLCSE Ur. Zhe inside of =2 daffodil.
EXTERICR VATYEINO IOCATION DAY SPRING

1193 A single daffodil.

1194 CLOSE UP. 4 group of ihree or four daffodils.

1195 = CLOSE SHOT. 4 dozen.

1196 MEDTGY SHOT. Scores, maving in ths wind under the
silver poplars =t Varykino., NOUSIC full strength.

1197 CLOSE 3HOT. YURI egzinst a carpet of waving yeilow.
He looks up: , ) '

1158 TIWM SEOT. Silver branches 2lready tipped with
green, bending against a blue spring sky.

11934 TRACYTNG SHOT. The little pomy, excited by the
Spring, tcsses his head as he iTois joyously throuzh
the new-grown, wind-blown grass, wanting to. be off.

1199 LONG SHCT?. The house, the poplars and the carpet of
dafrfodils in which YURI stands, waving in the wind.
A ecloud shadow moved by the same wind passes over
then, followed by lizht.

DISSOLVE. HUSIC continues. -
IFNTENIOR YURIATIN LIBRARY 3TUDIC DAY

1200 CLOUSE UP. LAR4, = shaft of sunlight acress her fece,
She i3 sitting-in the librery at Yuriztin, but she i:

not readinz the bock before her. Ihe is.sitaring as
Ans vhaae waTld s heen tilted at: '
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a

MEDITH SHOT. Eer POV. YURI is zpproaching the
14 mmomian ‘s desk. Ho picks up on application slip.

o mbay et o Sutibein b At—-—
BIG CLOSE Ut I.RA wotching him,

CLOSE SHOQT. YU?I £illing in the Sllp. Formalities
complete he is about to Turm,

B3IG CLOSE UP., LARA looXs down quickly, agitated.
Then looks up quickly, fceling:

CONTINUE PAGE 201, SCERE 1205, 43 Is.
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MEDIUM SEOT. Her POV. YURI has stopped dead and is
staring at her in wonderment. He moves forward.

CLOSE UP. LARA looks at him, smiling, frowning, shaking her
head a little as though to clear it. .

CLOSE SHOT CAMERA PANNING with YURI as he comes up to her.

LARA -
Zhivago? !

YURI ‘
Yes. (Smiling helplessly) How are you?

LARA (as though it were disastrous)
What are you doing here?

YURI
We're at Varykino. ot

LARA (bewildered)
Varykino?

The readers about theni sh-sh for silence. They move.
cuT o
EXTERIOR YURIATIN STREET LOCATION DAY EARLY SPRINC

CLOSE SHOT. A spinning circle of last autumn’s leaves chase
across a2 pavement. They disperse in 2 flurry as YURI and LARA's
legs enter picture. '.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YUR!Iand LARA, close together, walking
quickly along a broken wall through which we see glimpses of rubble
and other destruction. Both of them are radiant, expostulating at
their helplessness but not resisting. :

LARA (laughing)

But why Varykino?

YURI '

Why not? We had to go somewhere.
LARA

Yes but here ... (rueful) Icame to find my husband.
(wryly) The one who was reported killed.

And YURI, seeing it is not a tragic matter to her:



1209

1210

1211

1212

202

Continued

YURI
Strelnikov. (She stares) Imet him.

LARA
Met him?

YURI
Yes ...

QUICK DISSOLVE

. EXTERIOR YURIATIN PARK LOCATION DAY SPRING

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. CAMERA shooting down on a barren piece
of ground. Wind blowing a stream of old leaves and scraps in the
direction YURI and LARA are walking, slower now, away from
CAMERA. v

CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURIand LARA, the scampering leaves in
a constant stream behind them. -

LARA
. Did you like him?

YURI
Strelnikov? (theywalk) No. (they walk. Gently,
discreetly) Did you?

LARA
I never met him. He wouldn't see us.

YURI (concerned)
You've been on your own?

LARA

... Idon't mind. (but obviously she has minded very
much. He puts her arm protectively through his)
You would have liked Pasha. -

He. nods, signifying comprehension and sympathy.
DISSOLVE

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. Shooting down on YURI and LARA seated
back to CAMERA on the steps of a dilapidated bandstand overlooking
a grey ashphalt space. Leaves and rubbish chasing each other in
the cross-wind.
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CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA, laughmg a.gam now, their backs
to CAMERA against a whirling of leaves.

YURI
- Do you remember how I operated on the tail-board

of a cart? .

LARA (Looking at him, remembering it all)
Yes. .

YURI (Chuckhng)
The Germans were in the next village!

LARA
Yes.

YURI
My word we were lucky.

~ She nods her head in vigorous agreement. Then she looks at him,

1214

says gently and simply: -

LARA :
I've thought about you a 1ct.

YURI (Looks at her) .
I've thought about you. (Looking away, remembering)
Oh such a lot. :

They look at one another. A gust of wind blows their hair. BHe takes
her hand. They get up. ‘ -

CUT TO
EXTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT LOCATION. DAY SPRING

MEDIUM SHOT. The CAMERA zooms in towards a window on the
first floor of a dilapidated house. As it comes to rest in CLOSE SHOT:

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO  LOT

1214A LONG SHOT. They are inside LARA's room. It is as we would

expect. Clean, tiny, cold sunlight coming through the window. Slowly
YURI takes his hat off, looks around. _

YURI (Gently)
How long have you been living here?
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1217
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LARA (Quietly)
About a year,

YURI
Alone.

LARA
With Katya.

YURI
Where's Katya now?

LARA
At school.

YURI crosses to her, takes her and kisses her. It is done without
hesitation on either part. They separate, looking into each others
eyes, then: . '

cuT

CLOSE UP. LARA. They kiss again, but now they are in bed.
On SOQUND the twitter pf sparrows, the whistle of the wind.

CLOSE UP. Their two heads. He kissing her asshe rotates her
head, her eyes closed.. YURI draws away 2 little and looks at her,
his expression a little ruthless. She opens her eyes. His mouth
descends on hers, :

LONG SHOT. The empty sitting room. YURI's hat on the floor
where he first kissed her, his coat over a chair, On SOUND the
sparrows and the wind. The picture is flared by the slow-moving
reflection of the sun caught in one of the window panes. The shifting
beams of light move until the picture becomes clear,

CLOSE SHOT. LARA lies quiet. She is looking at YURI, her
face relaxed, but already her eyes shadowed with anxiety - anxiety
for him. He is utterly relaxed, like her, but staring upwards.

LARA
Is Tonya with you?

YURI
All of us.

A pause.
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LARA
Sasha .,..?
YURI
Of course.
A pause,
LARA

What are we going to do?

The calm leaves YURI's voice; we hear from it that he is for once
up against a wall which he can see no getting past.

YURI
I don't know.

-

He turns his head to her. His expression alters. ‘Her eyes have
filled. '

CLOSEUP. LARA. A tear rolls along her nose and drops. We
hear him throw himself towards her and as he appears on frame,
LARA with her free hand plucks the pillow from beneath her head and
wriggles down the bed a little, her eyes beneath the tears gone chaotic
and her mouth open as YURI's head comes down. A stream of yellow
appears as: ' '

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAWN  SERING

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA tracking over the surface of

the daffodils at Varykino. The track slows and stops as the CAMERA
PANS upwards into a LONG SHOT of the outhouse at dawn.

INTERIOR OUTHOUSE  LOCATION  DAWN

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA lie in hed. She is asleep. He
awake, tormented by remorse. He rises, irresolute and restless.

MEDIUM SBEOT. CAMERA PANS with him as he wanders over to the
window into CLOSE SHOT. He stares wretchedly at:

MEDIUM SHOT. BHis POV. The daffodils swaying in the wind.

CLOSE UF. YURI at the window. The daffodils have done nothing
for him - he looks hopeless now. On SOUND:
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1224 Continued

TOYA (ESOUED)
Yuri ...?

he turns.

1225 CLOS:Z Sit0T. <She is half sitting up, szmiling an
everycay snile of affectien at aizme

It's awfully early isn't it?

YURI (SQUHD)
Ealf past siXx.

TONYA |
{She is used to, and likes, his suzall
‘oddnesses) What are you doing?

1226 CLOSE SROT. YURI

YURI
WNothing. I couldn't sleep.

TONHYA _
(A little puzzled, but rorz amuseq,
above all gently and tolerantly)
Shall I cet some tea?

SCENE 1227 CUT
SCENE 1228 STARTS OQii PAGE 207,
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-

YURI (Turning and kissing her)
Yes do.

She goes. MUSIC begins. LARA music. He lesns his
forehead gently on the glass, looking out at the
daffodils. The MUSIC grows more insistent,

DISSOLVE. MNUSIC continuing,
TYTCRIOR VARYEINO IOCATION DAY ZARLY SGRCR

EITREME IONG SHOT. The shrine and the road to Varykinc
as we Tirst saw it when the family srrived, except the-
now the grass is long and sprinkled with wild flowers.
Daisics znd buttercups grow sround the food of the
shrine and beside the road where YURI is trotiing
towards CAMERA on the little pony, its harness of the
roughest (ropé and canvas rather than leather) and he
no expert in the saddle.

EXTERIOR LARA’S HOUSE STUDIC DAY E4RLY SGEDER

 MEDITY SHOT. The CAMERA is shooting through a porch-

wzy on to a rether bedraggled courtyard snd cul-de-sac
The cntrance to LARA‘s house. YURI crosses the couri-
yard and enters the porch, a dark little place with on
iron staircase lesading upwerds.

CLOST SHOT. YURI. He stops at the foot of the stalrs
takes a brick from the wall and a2 koy from the recess.
Having rcplaced the brick CALRA PANS with him a2s he
mounts the stairs. -

INTERIOR LARA'S I HLING STUDIO DAY
+TIUE SHOT. YURI comes up the stairs on to 2 landin:

faintly lit by a2 grimy skylight. There are four door:
He opens one and enters.
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TRTTRIOR LARA’S APARTMENRT 3STUDIC DAY

MEDIUM SEOT. He shuts the door. Silence. He stands
for = moment, then wanders across the room, CAZRA
trecking back with hiz, disclosing 2 table laid for
three, roses in 2 vase, everything neat and clean.

He si%s on 2 plain couch. He doesn’t look hapry.
Then he looks up, his face enimated, hearing rapid
footsteps on the stairs. "He rises.

CLOSE SEOT. The door opens =nd an eight-year-old
‘girl comes in breathless. She has PASHA’s colouring

and an intelligent, vital face. She is pleased %o

~see YURI, saying:

CONTINUE PAGE 208, SCENZ 1234 AS IS



208

1234 Continued

KATYA (laughing)
Hello. You are silly - we called and called.

1235/ MEDIUM SHOT. YURI's attention is on the open door.

1238
YURI
Did you? - I didn't hear,

KATYA
Well we did,

LARA enters the doorway locking stunning enough to justify the
image of the daffodils. -

YURI (Softly)
Hello, Lara.

They regard each other for a beat, radiant and lost.

LARA
Hello.

KATYA looks from one to the other. YURI senses this and looks
down. ' '

YURI (Taking her to the sofa)
How's Olya Petrovna?

KATYA (Darkly)
She gets worse and worse. She gave us C.1. and

Arithmetic all morning!

YURI
C,L?

LARA (Flatly, with a shade of warning)
"Civic instructicon”.

By way of illustration, and waiting his attention, KATYA sits by
him and shoves before his notice an exercise book, opened:

YURI (Looking at it with real admiration)
That's very good, Katya.

KATYA
It's the Tsar. =
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1239 CLOSE UE. A spirited crayoning of an ogreish monarch with pointed

1240

1241

1242

teeth and a tall crown, adorned with a teacher's big tick.

YURI (SOUND)
Oh.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and KATYA.  She flips the beok shut. -

KATYA (With conscious virtue)
The Tsar was an enemy of the People.

YURI (Hesitant)
He, er, didn't know he was an enemy of the people
you know. '

KATYA (Considers it)
Well. He should have known, shouldn't he?

YURI (Considers it in turn)
Yes, he should.

KATYA (Amused)
Fancy not knowing C.1. Doesn't your little boy go
to school? ' ‘

A moment's awkwardness for YURI. LARA's voice on SOUND:

LARA (Gently)
Come on, you.

She bends into picture, picks KATYA up and CAMERA PANS with her
as she is swung into one of the seats at the table, both laughing.

CLOSE UP. YURI smiling painfully.

DISSOLVE '

EXTERIOR CORNFIELD. LOCATION., DAY SUMMER
LONG SHOT. CAMERA PANNING over a field of ripe corn. We
come to rest on-a CLOSE SHOT of YURI and LARA, side by side,
hands clasped, lying on their backs quietly, the sun pouring down on
them, surrounded by the golden stuff. YURI's eyes are closed.
LARA Jooks at him dreamily.

LARA
What are you thinking about?
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1247

1248

YURI (Drowsily)
I'm not thinking.

LARA (Contentedly)
Good ...

She squints up at:

LONG SHOT. The golden sun in a blue sky, {ringed by the gently
nodding heads of corn. On SOUND the singing of a lark,

CLOSE UP. YURI AND LARA., She turns her head, looking at
him with great tenderness. Then:

LARA
Now you're thinking.

He opens his eyes. We see his thoughts are painful. He turns to
her not answering.

(Very simply) _
Ihinkings no good for us, is it?

YURI (Smiles a bit; shakes his head)
No...

Moved by the same impuise they turn and kiss ...

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY SUMMER

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA craning upwards through the
branches and quivering leaves of a silver poplar, (enough to cover

a longish dissolve from the previous scene) finally disclosing a LONG

SHOT of the outhouse with the distant figure of TONYA working in the
garden,

CLOSE SHOT. <YURI, framed in a window, his eyes rivetted on her.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. His POV. TONYA is bending down pulling
herbs. As she straightens we see she is tremendously pregnant.

CLOSE UE. YURI at the window. His eyes heavy with guilt and
responsibility. He moves from the window,
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“CDIT SHOT. TONYA comes towards the house, 3rown
and sturdy as a little poxy, wolking with her feet
apart, holdirng the punched herbs to her nose, smiling
to herself. :

CLOSE PAINNIIG SHOT. YURI has come out into the
gerden to meet her. He comes to a standstill
blocking her way, his cycs derk with admiration and
liking. She is amused by the intensity of his regard.
raising her eyebrows and smiling enquiringly.

TONYA(Holding up the herbs %o his

nose) Smell,
YURT sniffs.and nods obediemtly but still looks &t
her. :

What - ? (But the unborn baby ¥icks)
Ooh! (Her eyes laugh excitedly. It
kicks again) Ow! This one ‘s a prize-
fighter. (Yet again) Yuri - !

She tekes his hand and puts it on her belly. They

stand looking at each other, she proud, he dreadfully
‘sober, On SOURD e heartbea’t COmEIRCCS.

Tait a minute ...
Heartbeat contipuing. He staring at her, she sceming
+o listen. Then:

There!

She lets his hand drop and almost flaunts away from
him, CALITRA PANNIRG with her towards the house.

ALZXADER sits before the outhouse in overcoat
enjoying the last of the year’s sunshine. He looks
over to his daughter znd husband, approvingly.
SASHA pizys by himself, indifferent.

CLO3Z SHOT. YURI looking after her in an agony of
emotion. On SCUSD the heartbeat continuing.
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CIOSE SHOT. TONYA, now in the house, the open and
empty door to the garden in tackground., She picks
up a knife and happily begins to chop <he herbs,
heartbeet continuing. YURI appears in ths dcor.’
She looks up a little startied. Heartbeat siops.

"YURI '
I'm going in to Yuriztin, darling -

TONYA
What? Now?

- YURI '
Er, yes. I want to get some morphine,
disinfectant ... (Eis voice dries)

TONYA (Gentle, chiding)
I shan’t nced pmorphine ...
Well - you never know,

'He comes in =nd starts collecting hat and coat.

MUSIC begins.

TONYA (Beginning to be puzzled)
Well I shan’t need it today?

YURI o
No. But. It’s pretty clese. I
hadn’t realised ...

She smiles puzzled and touched by his inarticula-be
distress. He hurries out through the door, UUSIC

building.

PONYA (C2lling efter kim)
You’ll be back before it’s dark?

YURI (Cz2lling back)
Lonz before.

ALTZATIER looks up as YURI half-walks, helf-runs
from outhouse. HUSIC rising.
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CIOST SHOT. With a clatter, YURI wrenches harness

from hook in dark lezn-to stoble at the end of
outhouse. IIUSIC rising.

CIOSE SHOT. AIEXANDER in mild surprise. MUSIC
rising. . ’ '

CLOSE SHOT. GSASHA looks up from play, stares gravely

after his father. LUSIC rising.

Their POV. YURI trailing harness, burries towards
the pony. USIC rising.

CUT. MUSIC full.

MEDIUM SEOT. The pony, ridden by YURI at a fast trot
enters picture and gocs off up the road away from the
house. .

CLOSET SHOT. TONYA standing in the outhouse door
watching.. She is ready 10 raise her hand to wave
to him but:
»

1ONG SEOT. He rides on up the slope without turning
round. — '

CLOSE UP. TONYA, ALEXANDER, SASHA, looking anxiously
after him. .

CUT. HUSIC cuts suddenly
INTERIOR LARA‘S APARTMERNT STUDIO DAY
C10ST UP. LARA looking up, strecaming with tears.

LARA
Yes, yes, my darling, do what ‘s best!

The exprcssion in her. e€yes pity for:

CLOSE UP. TYURI cleerly near 1o tears hizself but
secming alzost to be raging &t ner.

YURI (Rcpezts)
I‘m not coning backl
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Continued

LiRA (SOURD)
I uwnderstand.

YURI :
But never, lLarzl

CIOSE SHOT. YURI and LaARA. At this she can only
nod o little, the tears powring.

You understsnd? (It is himself
he is trying to make wderstand)

LARA can only help hinm E§ nodding more vigorously.

YURI 4urns the screw of his suffering the finmal
notch: :

Do you belicve me?

She stares a moment, then shakes her head, DOW
utterly overcome.  He whirls away from her. On
SOUKND we hear his feet go to the doors; and hear
it open and shut with a bdang.

cUT -
EXTTRIOR FOREST ROAD IOCATION DAY SUMER.

TONG SHOT. CAMERA rather high, looking down on
the forecst road where YURI is returning to-
Yerykino. The pony’s reins are loose, YURI utterly
de jected. The pony slows, stops. uan and beast

~ inert. '

CONTINUE PAGE 214, SCEZNE 1267 AS ISs
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CLOSE UP. YURI, his head low, absorbed in thought. Silence.
Then, on SOUND, a rising drumming and scuffling rapidly becoming
louder. He raises his head, at first puzzled, quickly alarmed.
CLOSE PANNING SHOT. HORSEMEN f{licker through the trees.
CLOSEUP. YURI turns his head to the other side of the road.
MEDIUM SHOT. More HORSEMEN, breaking out of the forest.

LONG SHOT. The HORSEMEN, expert, some seven in all, engulf
YURI. There is a moment's check and he and they are gone into

.the Forest. His hat lies on the empty road.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI's hat.

MEDIUM SHOT TRACKING. (Hand-held) We are hurled at the
gallop between trees. On SOUND the crash and thump of the riders.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) A glimpse of YURI between
the HORSEMEN. :

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Shooting forward and up through the
racing tree-trunks. SOUND of the horsemen over. The sky appears
as we approach a clearing. CAMERA whip-pans downwards.

13

cuT
FOREST CLEARING EXTERIOR DAY SUMMER

CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA whip-pans down on tn two mounted men
standing in a clearing. LIBERIUS and RAZIN., Behind them a colymn
of men and horses. LIBERIUS, the Military Chief, is about the same
age as YURI, well armed, physically tough and dressed in a shaggy
sheepskin. RAZIN, the political Commissar, is older, unarmed,
dressed in remnants of city clothes, a briefcase strapped to his pannier
and not much of an expert with his mouth., Both men have their eyes on:

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and his captors approaching. They
are not sinister or desperate, but good-humoured. Behind them are
more men and horses, those unmounted are getting back into their
saddles. YURI pulls up, hatless, breathing hard and desperately collect
stares hard at:

CLOSE UF, LIBERIUS grins.

LIBERIUS |
Comrade Doctor, I need a Medical Officer.
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CLOSE UP. YURI

YURI (Curt and formal)
I'm sorry. Ihave a wife and child at Varykino.

CLOSEUP. RAZIN. His face bitter.

RAZIN (Contemptuous)
And a2 mistress, in Yuriatin,

CLOSE UP. YURI{flashes him a look.
CLOSE SHEOT. LIBERIUS and RAZIN.:

LIBERIUS

: Comrade Medical Officer, we are Red Partisans:
(And as one who has said it many times before) - and
we shoot deserters. Hup! (And turns)

CLOSE SHOT. YURI, his face shocked and set. MUSIC "RED
COSSACKS". The PARTISANS begin to move past, big men on big
horses. One of YURI's captors gives him a nod and leads his horse
forward. Looking ahead he sees:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT, The backs of LIBERIUS and RAZIN
leading the way out of the clearing into the forest.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI looks to his side, past camera.
MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. His POV. More horses - and some
mules loaded with machine and Maxim guns - all now on the move
across the clearing. :

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI turns and looks ahead again:
MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. YURI'S POV. The horses in front
already in the trees. As the CAMERA approaches the first trees it
starts to crane upwards through the trunks,

QUICK DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR FORES'_I'. SCANDINAVIAN UNIT DAY SUMMER
LONG SHOT. Shooting down froma height on to the Forest roof.
The CAMERA PANS slowly upwards all the time, more and more
trees coming into picture as it rises to the distant horizon. We
understand for the first time that the Forest is limitless.

DISSOLVE
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EXTERIOR FOREST STUDIO OR LOCATION SUMMER NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. By a small fire, YURI, RAZIN. LIBERIUS, The
fire-light gleams onnearby tree-trunks. The blackness beyond
picked out by other small fires each showing its own group of

PARTISANS.

YURI (Steadily to RAZIN)
Where are you taking me?

RAZIN
To the Front.

YURI .
And where is the Front?

LIBERIUS (Laughs)
Good question, Doctor.

CLOSE UP. RAZIN. A flicker of contempt crosses his face but
he keeps his eyes on YURL

RAZIN

The Front is wherever there are enemies of the
Revolution. Where there is one gang of White Guards,
one batallion of foreign interventionists, that is the
Front. ‘ :

CLOSE UP. YURI
(SOUND) ,
And wherever there is one resentful bourgeois, cne
unreliable schoolmaster, one dubious poet hugging
- his private life - -
CLOSE SHOT RAZIN AND LIBERIUS
that too, is the Front.

LIBERIUS gilently makes the motion of winding a gramophone,
grinning.

CLOSE UP. YURI locks at LIBERIUS with surprise but turns back to

‘RAZIN.

YURI (His voice betraying his feelings)
How long are you going tokeep me?
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Continued |

RAZIN (SOUND)
For as'long as we need you.

cUT :
EXTERIOR FOREST SCANDINAVIAN UNIT DAY WINTER-SNOW

1295 EXTREME LONG SHOT. A vast winter panorama of distant forest

1296

1287

. 1298

1299

and frozen lakes. On SOUND the low moanings of wind. CAMERA
PANS slowly downwards revealing a forest immediately below.

_ MUSIC "RED COSSACKS" muted and tentative. The downward

movement continues -

QUICK DISSOLVE

'EXTERIOR FROZEN RIVER LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. CAMERA craning downwards through trees,
their trunks blasted by snow on the windward side. As the descent
continues we become conscious that the shadows below are alive with
mounted PARTISANS, all motionless, looking ahead. CAMERA comes
to rest on a CLOSE SHOT of LIBERIUS. He too stares at: :

LONG SHOT. A frozen river with a black forest wall on the far side,
Nothing moving except ice crystalstumbling over it in the wind.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and RAZIN, both unarmed, behind the
main group of PARTISANS with the baggage animals, YURI begin-
ning to look haggard, wearing a ragged sheepskin. Beside him a mule
carrying his medical supplies. ,'

CLOSE UP. LIBERIUS. His concentration buildingtoa peak.
MUSIC stops. :

LIBERIUS
‘Now!!

1300/ (2 CAMERAS) MEDIUM SHOT. The trees suddenly alive with

1301
1302

1303

charging horses; on SOUND an eruption of muffled hooves and shouts.

(2 CAMERAS) MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The legs and hooves of
horses crashing out on to the ice, the SOUND suddenly metallic.

(3 CAMERAS) MEDIUM SHOT. Shooting down on the white surface
of the river, quickly obliterated by charging horsemen.
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(z CAMERAY) #eDIUH En0T. Si.ootine dovn on the
river's eage. More pcrscuen crashing cut on tc the
ice.

CL33L TRACKING £40T. LILERIUS leacing the charse,

_ looking anead at:

13C4B

1304C

1328
1306

1307

vEDIUN TRACKING 220T. (sanc-held) «is FOV. The
forest wzll avproaching across thc ice. On SCUWD
2 sudden bLurst of rifle znd machine-cun fire, the
black wall fissured with flasaing pim-pcints of
light. .

CLOSEC TRACKING SECT. A group of charging partisans.
A horse crashes to the ice.

CLOSE TRACKING SHCT. LIEZRIUS charging.

MED IV TRACZING Si.CT. (Hand-held) The forest wall
almost on top ¢f hin, .

YEQIUi! ShuT. Frem & high amgle, the screen filled

by chargin? ncrsemen. Trey varish in g sinzle wave
intc the black trees. Shouts anc firing, Teceainr,

A bezt of this, then CAMERA Z0Ch3 back tc tre ,
glittering surface of the river, littered with notion-
fess casuzlties. YURI and RAZIN come cut on to the
ice. .

DISSCLVE

SCEWE NULDERS 13C8 TC 1319 CUT

SCENE :UrBE: 1326 AT TC? OF PAGE 220 ALSO CUT.
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1320 MEDIUM SHOT. And they are off again, CAMERA PANNING
upwards on their backs as they move towards the trees.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR CORNFIELD LOCATION DAY SUMMER

. 1321 MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA PANNING upwards across the surface
of a sea of red-gold corn. As CAMERA comes to rest on EXTREME
LONG SHQT we see that tiny figures are advancing towards us in
some sort of formation. On SOUND a sudden burst of firing.

1322 MEDIUM SHOT. On the edge of the Forest, behind an earth wall,
the PARTISANS are firing across the corn. They are-sunburned
now, bearded, tough and ragged, expert with their rifles.. CAMERA
PANS along them into a CLOSE SHOT of LIBERIUS standing next
the heavy Maxim gun which pounds and rattles, jerking. Behind him
stands YURI. .

1323 LONG SHOT. Through the corn, the tiny figures waver, go down
like targets at a fair. -

1324 CLOSE SHOT. LIBERIUS AND YURIL LIBERIUS {rowns, examines
them through his field glasses. : _ .

1325 LONG SHOT. (Long-focus lens) The distant figures running in
panic, some huddling together in groups, 2 perfect target.

1326 CLOSE UP. LIBERIUS watching. The firing intensifies.

1327 LONG SHOT. (Long-focus lens) The little figures running in panic,
£alling out of sight into the corn. ,

1328 CLOSE SHOT. RAZIN watching.

1329 CLOSE SHOT. LIBERIUS and YURL The firing peters out.
LIBERIUS lowers his glasses. Grunts.

LIBERIUS
Hmp. Well that was easy! .... Come on Doctor,
let's see what we've done.

CuT

1330 MEDIUM CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI. RAZIN, LIBERIUS wade
in the middle of the limitless waving expanse. A dozen or so
PARTISANS spread out in a rough line behind them. LIBERIUS
gains on the others; comes into CLOSE UP, locking ahead:
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. His POV. A beaten-down track through
the corn. CAMERA follows it disclosing 2 flattened place where

‘a boy in his early teens, dressed in an fanciful uniform, lies on his

back there, dead among some poppies. .

CLOSE SHOT. LIBERIUS, YURI and RAZIN come to a standstill,
looking down. LIBERIUS raises his eyebrows, frowns, moves on.

LONG SHOT. PARTISANS advancing through the corn. - Other places
have been similarly flattened like nests, FARTISANS standing around
them, moving on. LIBERIUS approaches followed by RAZIN and
YURI. CAMERA PANS down with them to disclose a place where
half a dozen boys in variegated uniforms lie on their faces. One
moves; YURI hurries forward. '

CLOSE SHOT. The BOY is lying on his face, his back bloody. YURI
bends over him, LIBERIUS helps to turn the child over. We see the
lettered shoulder flash. ‘ .

1LIBERIUS (With bitter disgust, to YURI)
ngt Michael's Military Academy ..."

CAMERA PANS up with LIBERIUS as he straightens up, looks
around.

CLOSE SHOT. An OLD MAN with 2 saintly face and a flowing beard,
two medals on his chest, a ridiculous sword in his hand. He looks

magnificent. _
CLOSE UP. LIBERIUS, looking at him venomously.
" LIBERIUS
You old ... bastard.

CLOSE UP. YURI bending over the BOY who slumps back lifeless.
Too full of pity and anger to react, YURI replaces kit in his box.
ON SOUND: :

RAZIN (SOUND; his voice harsh)
It doesn't matter.

YURI looks up.

CLOSE UP. RAZIN stands over him like a black-coated, implacable
idol. : . .

CLOSE UP. YURI. with deep curiosity:

YURI
Did you ever love a woman, Razin ?
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CLOSE UP. RAZIN, a tremor of sorrow, rage - something human
in his voice:

RAZIN _
... I once had a wife and four children.

CLOSE UP. ' YURI. Looks down, looks up again,

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI'S POV, RAZIN wading away
through the corn.

DISSOLVE
EXTREME RAILWAY CROSSING LOCATION DAY WINTER -

LONG SHOT. The PARTISANS, now depleted in numbers, half of
them on foot, trudging away from CAMERA along a country road
leading to a ruined level crossing where the head of the column has
stopped around a cart coming from the opposite direction. A few
flakes of snow drift in the air.

1344/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The group around the cart. The cart,

1346

*

loaded with household goods, a horse in the shafts. a cow tethered
at the rear, is driven by 2a PEASANT WOMAN. RAZIN is on one side
of the cart. YURI and LIBERIUS together on the other. WOMAN

says indignantly:

WOMAN
You say you're Reds, but how do I know?

And from her point of view the PARTISANS surrounding her by now

* look more like half-starved bandits than any kind of troops. But

RAZIN leans down from his saddle:

RAZIN |
Comrade, do I look like a White?

She flinches. Grumblingly, reluctant:

WOMAN
They were in Bulkarin on Monday?

RAZIN
Sure?

WOMAN (With sudden passion
I should be. -
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1344/ Continued
1346

RAZIN (Nods, satisfied. Raises his voice, publicly: )
What did the White Guards do in Bulkarin, Comrade? ' _

But the WOMAN is not willing for this to be made political fodder
She glances at RAZIN and away; in a low voice:

WOMAN
Go and look.

RAZIN (Haranguing)
Marx says: defeated capitalism fights like a cornered
beast. (Looks about for effect. There is none.)

LIBERIUS (To WOMAN)
Where are they?

And even his sneer is muted and he does not address the WOMAN
directly, leaving her to tell RAZIN,

WOMAN (Shrugs)
North.

She points in the direétion from where she has come. RAZIN moves
off, OTHERS following. ’

YURI ' :
D'you know what's happened in Yuriatin?

WOMAN
Yuriatin?

She looks unconsciously at:

1347 LONG SHOT. HER POV. The line where the Arctic sun a silver
disc sits on the horizon. PARTISANS moving past in foreground.
On SOUND:

WOMAN (SOUND)
You're a long way from home, Comrade. There's
been fighting at Yuriatin,

1348 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. WOMAN. YURI, LIBERIUS

(looks at YURI with sympathy)
Like everywhere else, eh?
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YURI looks longingly up the line.- LIBERIUS, watching his look,
says apologetically, even ashamed:

LIBERIUS
Hard times, Comrade ... hard times ...

YUR! moves off.

LONG SHOT. The PARTISANS streaming away following the
direction indicated by the WOMAN.  She starts her cart. Snow
falling faster now.

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR DERELICT BUILDINGS LOCATION DUSK WINTER-
SNOWING | -

LONG SHOT. Dusk. A group of derelict buildings, probably cattle
shelters, on a snow-swept plain. One or two PARTISANS taking the
last of the animals into the buildings. '

' 1351/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Inside, the PARTISAN LEADERS are holding

1354

2 COMMITTEE meeting, presided over by RAZIN. The extreme
discomfort of their surroundings contrasts weirdly with the formality
which RAZIN imposes. His brief-case, now a rag of rotten leather,
is at his side, papers typed, printed and handwritten lie before him.,
YURI sits a little apart - present at the meeting ex officio.

LIBERIUS
He’'s been a good comrade.

RAZIN ' :
He's been a good Medical Officer.

LIBERIUS |
We took him from his wife; we took him from his child.

RAZIN
None of this matters.

LIBERIUS ,
What does matter, Comrade Commissar? Tell me, .
I've forgotten.

RAZIN (genuine disgust)
This is contemptible. The Doctor stays. (He begins
to pack away his papers)
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1351/ Continued

1354

1355

1356
135%
1358

1359

LIBERIUS (Flaring)
I command this unit !

RAZIN
We command jointly. The Party Bulletin -

LIBERIUS sweeps the briefcase onto the floor. Dead silence.

LIBERIUS
1 could have you taken out and shot!

RAZIN

And could you have the Party taken out and shot?

... Try to understand. As the military struggle nears
its close, the political struggle intensifies. In the hour
of victory the military will have served its purpose.

All men will then be judged politically - regardless of

their military record.

No-one dares look at LIBERIUS. on whom virtual-sentence has been
pronounced. Satisfied that his ascendancy is complete,  RAZIN
retrieves his briefcase. Packing papers into it: em

Meanwhile, there are still White Units in this area.
. .The Doctor stays.  That concludes the meeting.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC distoried and spooky.

EXTERIOR PLAIN LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW-MIST
LONG SHOT. The PARTISANS plod through snow and mist, away
from CAMERA, across an .icy wasteland with no horizon. The
irregular. apathetic and depleted cavalcade are now mostly on foot.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YU?.I, mounted near the rear, surrounded
by straggling men and baggage mules.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LIBERIUS up near the front but no longer
in the lead. He is looking ahead at: '

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. His POV, over the backs of walking
men; RAZIN leading.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. RAZIN, bolt upright, looking ahead,
Something catches his eye: '
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1360 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. POV RAZIN. Approaching through the
mist a little crowd of refugees. They drift aimlessly across the frozen

snow like spirits.
1361 CLOSE UP TRACKING. RAZIN peering ahead.

1362 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The refugees are all women and children.
They have no belungings, inadeguale clothes and are at Death's door.

1363- CLOSE SHOT. RAZIN, He stops his horse and dismounts.
1365 CAMERA PANS with him into A CLOSE SHOT with one of the WOMEN,

a tiny thing with an emaciated face who may be quite young. He
grasps her. '

RAZIN (Gently but firmly)
Comrade; where are you going? (She makes no
answer) Are you running away, Comrade?

EMACIATED WOMAN (Whispers)
Soldiers .... - _

RAZIN
Red soldiers or White Soldiers?

EMACIATED WOMAN
Soldiers ...

She points, like a child telling tales. RAZIN Jets go.of her. She
is mad. : .

1366 MEDIUM SHOT. The group around RAZIN and the WOMAN. The
PARTISANS look pityingly at the.WOMEN and CHILDREN. The womer
and children stand among the horses without either hope or fear,
having made their peace beforehand with anything that can happen.
RAZIN mounts his horse, moves it forward.

1367 CLOSE SHOT. YURI. He turns his head to look at:

1368 LONG SHOT. The arctic SUN, a silver disc low in the smoking mist.
MUSIC, LARA theme. hesitant.

1369 CLOSE SHOT. YURI. The men and baggage mules begin to move
forward around him; he looks ahead at:

1370 MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. RAZIN and the head of the column
disappeared from view already.

»
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1371 CLOSE SHOT YURL  The last few PARTISANS drift past him,
each absorbed in his own misery. The WOMEN and CHILDREN
shuffle by in the oppesite direction. He looks ahead, waiting.

1372 MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. The end of the column floats off into .
the mist. '

1373 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI The WOMEN and CHILDREN {ade
from view behind him. He turns his horse.

CUT. MUSIC. LARA THEME building.
EXTERIOR RATLWAY SET  LOCATION WINTER-SNOW

1374 LONG SHOT. A stretchof desolate railway line points to the SUN,
low on the horizon. YURI rides into picture, his horse going slowly
and away from us, following the track.

1375 CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI raises his head, looking at the pale
sun. The LARA MUSIC "calls" to him. He smiles faintly.

cuT
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION =~ WINTER-SNOW

1375A EXTREME HIGH -ANGLE LONG SHOT. The line and the telegraph
posts tiny, stretching from side to side of the screen across a limit-
less snow-white plain. YURI going slower now, the horse's head
hanging lower.

. CUT

1376 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. A deserted and snow-bound Halt. Prominent
in foreground a goods truck against buffers. YURI pulls up his
horse beside it and dismounts. ,

1377 CLOSE SHOT. YURI goes to the waggon where he pulls at some strav
trapped beneath the door. Obtaining only a handful he uses all his
strength to slide back the door a foot or so.

1378 CLOSE UP.  YURI from inside the van. He reaches into the dark
interior, scraping together an armful of the stuff. He stiffens, slow!
raising his head:

1379 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI'S POV. Huddled in the darkness a
family group of scarcely human creatures, pressed back against the
wall. glaring at him with desperate fear.

1380 CLOSE SHOT. YURL He takes the straw and leaves them.
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' ¢
1381 MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. As YURI goes over to the horse, the waggon
door in ioreg-round of picture, is slammed to from inside mth a crash.

cuT
EXTERIOR TELEGRAPH POLES LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT SNOW

1382 LONG SHOT. A long line of telegraph posts stretching to the horizon.
YURI riding very slowly away from CAMERA. The horse stumbles
and étOps YURI dismounts and begins leading it onwards.’ =

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY = SNOW-MIST

1383 LONG SHOT. Thin early morning mist shrouds 2 desoclate section
of line where a passenger train, complete with engine, lies abandoned.
YURI drags his horse towards the train but after a few paces it stops.
He drops the reins, goes over to the exhausted animal, unhitches his
- pannier and walks on a few paces.

1384 CLOSE SEOT. YURI. He stops, turns back toward the animal,
uncertain what to do. Then, with a glance as if for help towards the
silent empty carriages, he takes out his revolver and walks out of
picture towards the horse leaving a LONG SHOT of the train. A pause.
On SOUND . a shot,.

1385 CLOSE SHOT. A carriage window is silently lowered. ‘ phildren's
faces, wild and dishevelled. appear. .

1386 CLOSE SHOT. Another window, more children's faces.
_ 1387 CLOSE SHOT. And another. AIIeyes peering suspiciously at:

1388‘ MEDIUM SHOT. YURI humpmg his pannier towards the tra.m, the
horse lying in the snow behind him.

1389 MEDIUM SHOT. The carriage windows {illed with children’s faces.

1390 CLOSE SHOT. YURI walking towards the train, On SOUND a babble
of childish voices, He stops in CLOSE UP looking at:

1391 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The children pour from the carriages towards
YURI in foreground of picture. They are of all ages from five to about
twelve; they are as wild as birds and ferocious as tigers. Some of the
older ones carry a club, a knife, a hatchet. When they reach YURI
they stop, hesitant.
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CLOSE UP. YURI stares in horror at them. Then:

YURI
1=

CLOSE SHOT. Over YURIon to the children. At once half a dozen

of the bigger boys, with clubs or lumps of iron, rush at him. He
goes down.

CLOSE UP. YURI lying in the snow, his hands protecting his head
against the stampede of flying feet. He glances upwards:

CLOSE SHOT. The nightmare vision streams past him looking gigantic
apocalyptic. .

CLOSE UP. YURI. The screaming horde passes by leaving him
alone. He looks up after them:

MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. The children swarming round the horse.
The noise detestably like the noise of a playground.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI stumbles to his feet, his face less
frightened than totally shocked. For the first time we see him at the
limits of his self-control. He moves off down the line.

DISSOLVE

EXTREME LONG SHOT The mist gone. The tiny figure of YURI
toiling along the line. He stops.

CLOSE UP. YURI stands resting for a moment, his breath steaming
in the cold air. Eis condition has deteriorated. Around his mouth ..
and nostrils fangs of ice have grown into his beard. After a few moment
he looks ahead at:.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION SNOW

LONG SHOT. ‘The SUN above the track, MUSIC LARA theme.
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY SNOW

CLOSE UP. YURL He looks at the sun as if at some distant vision

of hope and comiort. The MUSIC becomes poignantly more glorious
until he walks out of picture and:

CUT., MUSIC cuts.
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EXTERIOR RAILWAY CUTTING LOCATION. DAWN SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. THREE VILLAINOUS ARMED MEN stand round a
little brazier beside a railside hut. They are looking stolidly at:

MEDIUM SHOT. YURI approaching. We now see that they are in
a narrow snow-bound cutting which forces YURI to skirt round them,
fearful of attack, in no condition to defend himself. He flinches when

" one of the men makes a sudden movement but:

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. The man has thrown him a black roasted
potato which YURI catches. He nods, breaks off the blackened -
smoking skin, more grateful for the human gesture than the food.

YURI :
I'm - (Coughs brokenly) I'm going to Yuriatin.

1406/ MEDIUM SHOT. They look at him critically, doubting he will get
1409 there. '

FIRST MAN
Long way.

YURI
- Long way, yes.

'They turn their backs wanting to be rid of him.

YURI o
Actually I - (Voice fails again; coughs carefully)
Excuse me. .I'm going to Varykino.

They don't turn.

FIRST MAN
Don't know it.

YURI
It's a little place.

No response.
Good potato.
No response,
Any news?
FIRST MAN turns his head, warily, asks flatly:
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1406/ Continued
1408 .
FIRST MAN
*What about?

YURI (Waving the potato)
Yuriatin. There's been more fighting there, eh?
(FIRST MAN shrugs) ... Where's Streinikov?

And suddenly FIRST MAN is leaning against the hut, barring his way,
SECOND MAN with him, THIRD MAN looking up and down the line.
YURI's half-dead responses don't quite take it in. But he sees he is
4n trouble. He is fed-up with trouble. Feebly and unsuccessfully tries

to push past.

FIRST MAN
You talk a lot, for a tired man.

YURI (With infinite weariness)
1 haven't spoken for a fortnight ... You gave me a
potato ... (He tosses it away) :

FIRST MAN, not a ready killer, inclined to take himfor what he is,
but suspicious. ,

FIRST MAN -
Strelnikov is on the run.

YURI(blinking, irritable)
Run...? )

FIRST MAN . '
Mm. Strelinkov is an enemy of the Revolution.

Seems he always has been.

YURI looks at them with weary disgust. He takes them for G.P. U,
men.

YURI
That's ridiculous ...

FIRST MAN -
I know it is. I was Stre].nikov's lieutenant.

His keen eyes bore into YURI's; he is ready to kill if need be.

YURI
Oh.
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Continuved
FIRST MAN nods. Then quietly:

FIRST MAN :
Are you alone, friend?

YURI _
No. There are two battalions of Secret Policemen

coming up behind with food and Christmas presents.

He steps round FIRST MAN, who makes way for him, and shambles
off out of picture. THIRD MAN unslings his rifle.

MEDIUM SHOT. YURIis clamberingup a small ridge of snow across
the line. He stops but does not turn round.

YURI
Don't shoot me. I won't tell anybody, anything,

And shambles on up the ridge.

CI...OSE SHOT. THIRD MAN watches for a second or two, then re-
slings his rifle. -
CUT _

EXTERIOR RATLWAY  LOCATION DAY SNOW-MIST
MEDIUM LONG SHOT. TYURI wanders through thin mzst towards a

place where the lines divide on either side of CAMERA. He halts and
sinks down. '

CLOSE SHOT. He considers whether it would not be best just to
stay there. But: ' : _

EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION DAY SNOW-MIST
LONG SHOT'. Bis POV. 'I‘hé SUN above the line,
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY SNOW-MIST

CLOSE SHOT. YURI rises slowly out of picture, CAMERA stays
on his feet, his torn boots now bandaged with rags, plod on through the

Snow.

CuT
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EXTERIOR RAILWAY STATION LOCATION DAY SNOW

1416 LONG SHOT. An iéed-up country station, once elegant, with{lower
beds, platform seats and trellis work. A frozen passenger train
stands on the far platform along which YURI is walking.

1417 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURIapproaching along a rather grand
carriage with frosted windows. As he comes into CLOSE UP he
half raises a friendly hand, delighted and surprised.

1418 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) YURI'S POV. Seated opposite

2 LADY in a feathered hat, her back to CAMERA, a GENTLEMAN
. smiles out through the frosted glass of a compartment. The CAMERA
halts in BIG CLOSE UP. The GENTLEMAN is stone dead.

1419 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI turns from the window, his gesture
of greeting changed to a gesture of fear as he passes his hand over
his bearded face. He walks on several paces not looking at the
carriages, then turns his head:

1420 MEDIUM CLOSE TRACKING SHOT (Hand-held) YURI'S POV.
The carriage windows passing by; here and there a suggestion of
dead occupants. CAMERA PANS to the platform ahead; starving
DOGS sniff and whine at closed doors. :

1421 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI, his horror mounting. He suddenly
raises his arm.

1422 CLOSE TRACKING SEOT. (Hand-held) YURI'S POV. The dogs
drop down on all fours, half cringing, half ferocious.

1423 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. His attention is caught by a strange sound.
He looks ahead at:

1424 MEDIUM CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) Big birds, kites
or ravens, fly wildly out of the open window of a compartment,
~searching.

1425 CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI walks on looking up at the birds as
they flap away. He avoids the open window as it passes by, keeping
his eyes ahead:

1426 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) YURI'S POV. The last

few doors of the last carriage are wide open. As we approach the
first open door CAMERA PANS to the interior, It is empty.

1427 CLOSEUP TRACKING. YURL He turns his head {rom the open
door; looks down at the platform ahead.
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1428 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) A ripped-open suitcase lies

there in the trampled snow, a single high-heeled shoe and, further
on, a silk hat, On SOUND childish voices float to us.

1429 CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI fearfully raises his eyes {rom the
platiorm to where the voices come from, somewhere ahead and to
his left.

1430 LONG SHOT TRACKING. (Hand-held) YURI'S POV. Across the
lines on the far platform a station building; open-irpnted on the side
nearest camera. As the track proceeds a group of Wild children come
into view inside the building. They are grouped around a fire, roastin
something.

- 1431 CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI gives a sob of horror; he is near
breaking point.

1432 MEDIUM SHOT. YURI hobbles away from CAMERA half running.
Ee scrambles down the end of the platform on to the track, fleeing .

DISSOLVE . |
EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET  LOCATION DAY  SNOWING

" 1433 CLOSETRACKING SHOT. YURL It is snowing. -Ahead of him he
sSees. .

1434 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. YURI'S POV, The backs of an OLD
MAN. a SMALL BOY and 2 WOMAN cluiching 2 BABY strugghng
through the snowfield ahead of him bes1de the line.

1435 CLOSE SHOT. YURI stops, staring at:

1436 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The backs of the receding figures ahead.

1437 BIG CLOSE UP. TYURIL. A terrible thought strikes him..

1438 CLOSE UP TRACKING. TONYA clutching the baby.

1439 YURI; an agonised shout: |

YURI
Tonya!!

 He runs,
1440 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. They turn. and seeing the scarecrow

- figure of YURI lumbering towards them they flee towards a tiny
plate-layers hut beside the line.
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CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YURI, stumbling and
shouting,

MEDIUM SHCT The FAMILY disappear into the hut on the far side.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT  (Hand-held) YURI running towards the
hut, hysterical, triumphant

MEDIUM TRACKING SHCT (Hand-held) His POV the hut
approaching. | As we round the corner we stop in CLOSE SHOT.
The MAN, terrified and savage, siands in the doorway holding a
kitchen knife. The FAMILY bears no resemblance to YURI's.

CLOSE UP. YURL He groans. The snow falls.

CLOSE SHOT  The FAMILY. The MAN lowers the knife.
Their eyes ioliow as:

CLOSE SHOT. YURI is walking away up the line.

DISSOLVE |

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI plodding along the line through
falling snow; his hat, beard and shoulders white. He rubs his
eyes and looks ahead.. ,

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT (Hand-held) His POV.- The blurred
image of the snowbound track.

DISSCLVE

‘ EXTERIO."E‘. YURIATIN STATION LOCATION DAY SNOWING

CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI! in lightly falling snow, againsta
darker background now. )
CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) The blurred image of the
track again, but now the lines are defined, the steel showing
through the snow. On SOUND a sudden roar. Something black
hurtles towards us. CAMERA jerks upwards:

CLOSE SHOT. YURI sidesteps just in time to avoid being run
down by a screaming engine which passes him.

HIGH-ANGLE SHOT  YURI is standing in the middle of the tracks
between the piatforms at YURIATIN STATION. The engine passes
on down the line towing a repair train with a travelling crane.
From the platform a little group of hall 2 dozen people, including

a RAILWAY OFFICIAL and a MILITIAMAN, look down at him
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curiously. He walks jerkily towards them. They draw back a
little as if from some phenomenon.

1454 CLOSE SHOT Framed on either side by the legs of the group
YURI reaches the platform. He stands looking up at them.

YURI '
Isth-? Isth-7?

- MILITIAMAN {SOUND)
Yuriatin.

YURI nods. He examines the small height of the platform
carefully. He manages to get one knee on it, and then the other.

YURI
What's happened at Varykino?

There is no reply. He scrambles to his feet.

. 1455 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT He stands looking at the group who form
: 2 semi-circle around him; each keeping their distance, a little
afraid of the strange-looking figure before them.

YURI (agonised)

Varykino.

A COUNTRYMAN

There's nobody at Varykino.
YU'R.I' totters to him.

YURI ,
Yes. At Varykino.

COUNTRYMAN
The Moscow folk.

1456 CLOSE UP YURI nods, his face breaking into a smile.

(SOUND)
They've gone away. Went away. There's nobody at

Varykino.

YURI's face is corpselike; his burning eyes wander and come '
back to the man. He wanders a few steps as if looking for
guidance and. finding none, goes, leaves the group looking after him.

CuT
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EXTERIOR YURIATIN STREET LOCATION DAY SNOW

HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. It is no longer snowing. YURI
walks through 2 snow-covered street in Yuriatin. He approacres
and turns a corner. )

CLOSE SHOT. He comes 1o a standstill looking eagerly upwards:

MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. His POV. The windows of LARA's
apartment, snowed-up and no smoke coming from the chimneys.
MUSIC LARA theme, hesitant.

CLOSE UP. YURI stands looking up at the windows, his hope
dwindling. He ambles on out of picture.

EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE STUDIO DAY SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA shooting out through the darkened
archway. The yard in 2 bad state of disrepair, the snow
untrodden. YURI appears from the cul-de-sac. Resigned to
defeat, he wanders to the doorway and enters the hallway .-

. MUSIC stops.

"CLOSE SHOT. Two or three rats scuttle down the stairs and

disappear into the dark.

CLOSE SHOT. .YURI comes to a standstill; looks around the
dilapidated place hopelessly. The LARA MUSIC starts again.
tentatively, seeming to draw his attention to:

CLOSE UP. The brick in the wall which used to conceal the key

CLOSE SHOT. YURI stands lookingatitasata souvenir of
something long ago. The MUSIC becomes more insistent
CAMERA PANS as he goes over to the brick and takes it out.
It falls with a crash from his weak fingers. He puts in his
hand and his face changes. He pulls out a note, unfolds it
cautiously, CAMERA tracks in to BIG CLOSE UP. On SOUND
LARA's voice, breathless with delight and anxiety:

LARA (SOUND)

Lord what happiness! They say you are alive.
Someone saw you near the Town. I take it you have
gone to Varykino, so I'm going there myself with
Katya. But just in case, I've left a little food, boiled
potatoes mostly. Put the lid back on the pan or the
rats will get it. I'm mad with joy. :

He looks up from the note to the dark stairway. MUSIC bu:lding. |
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INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO DAY WINTER -
. : SNOW

LONG SHOT LARA's room hasa bearded window and less
furniture but otherwise is as before. Everything is clean;
everything that should shine, shines. The door opens and
YURI enters shutting it behind him. He unconsciously takes
his hat off and stands looking around the room taking it all in,
his face quite stiff. He moves forward:

CLOSE UP. The oil stove with the pan on it. A white plate
and a shining spoon. A box of matches with one stick pro-
truding from it. YURI's shaking hand enters picture and
carefully takes off the lid. Potatoes.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI replaces the ld and with meticulous
care, strikes a match and lights the stove. A thought strikes
him and he totters over to: )

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA's bedroom. He stands in the door,
leaning against it for support, looking around the room. His
eyes alight on something near to CAMERA and he moves
forward. . CAMERA PANS down to a CLOSE SHOT of LARA's

" simple dressing table. In front of the mirror neatly arranged

brush and comb, pincushion, ribbon, hairpins'and a pair of

scissors.

CLOSE UP. YURI looking down at them. He is showing
emotion now; a feeble and half heart-broken delight. He
looks up seeing: . _

CLOSE SHOT. Himself in the mirror, red-eyed, filthy,
with a ragged beard streaked with grey. He looks at himself
with horror. His hand comes up ina futile attempt to adjust
his collar. ' _ .

CLOSE SEOT. He takes off his coat, looking back over his
shoulder at the door, not wanting to be discovered in this
condition. He runs a hand through his hair, picks up the
scissors, inexpertly begins to trim his beard. He sways a
little, has to steady himself one hand on the table. MUSIC
begins to distort. Finds himself looking at:

BIG CLOSE UP. The ruin of himsel in the mirror.

BIG CLOSE UP. He stares at his reflection, his breath
coming faster. The screen begins to diffuse and lighten.

He lowers his eyes, breathing harder. MUSIC takes on a night-
mare effect. He looks up again; a look of extreme horror '
crosses his face: ‘
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EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION DAY  SNOW

LONG SHOT. A diffused image of the distant figures of TONYA,
ALEXANDER and SASHA running away from him across a white
snowiield. o

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO DAY

BIG CLOSE UP. YURI, now surrounded by whiteness. He
shouts:

YURI
Tonya ...!

EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION DAY SNOW
MEDIUM SHOT. TONYA and ALEXANDER turn.

YURI {SOUND)
To-o-ony-a-a-a!!

They turn away and run.

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGHT

BIG CLOSE UP. YURI lying on a white pillow, washed and in
a clean shirt, in a freshly made bed. Eis lips do not move but

we hear:

YURI (SOUND) -
Tonya! Tonya. Tonya.

LARA (SOUND)
Yuri., Yuri. Yuri, darling.

His eyes resume a normal focus. CAMERA starts pulling back
to reveal LARA bending over him. He looks up at her, unbelieving
He touches her arm, feels up it to her shoulder. She is there,

and he is looking at her.

LARA :
It's all right. They're safe. They're in Moscow,

YURI -
In Moscow?

-
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Yes.

YURI
Tonya ?

LARA "
All of them. They're sale.

He turns his héad to say:

YURI
Safe ...

She loﬁks down at him, speechless with happiness and pity. He
. {8 looking around the room seeing:

1481 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. HIS POV. The dressing table and
the window. Night has fallen. o . .

1482 CLOSE SHOT. YURIand LARA. He looks back at her, quiet
at last. On SOUND a sudden sharp burst of rifle fire, distant.
His eyes widen with fear. She bends over him.

LARA
sh... sh... Sh...

On SOUND, two more shots, Then another, LARA puts his
arm under the sheets, and goes over towards the window; he

watching her.

EXTERIOR LARA'S BEDROOM WINDOW STUDIO NIGHT
: SNOW

1483 MEDIUM SHOT. From outside, looking up at the window from a
low angle, we see LARA's silhouette pull the two curtains across
the window,

EXTERIOR CUL-DE-SAC STUDIO NIGHT SNOW

1483A MEDIUM SHOT. Looking down on the cul-de-sac. A MAN stand
there looking up at the window, He is not.obviously a policeman, -t
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has rather the air of a dogged shop-steward.  After watching
the window for a few seconds he strikes a match and lights a
cigarette which is already in his mouth.

DISSOLVE

L

]NTERIOR? LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO DAY WINTER

1484 LONG SHOT. LARA's sitting room, shafts of sunlight streaking
across it. She is sitting on the couch watching YURI who is
pacing rather gingerly up and down trying out his legs. Heis .
much recovered, shaved and wears an overcoat against the cold.

YURI (Making for the sofa)
Hoo! ... Ho!

He gratefully collapses beside her withia laugh.

1485  CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA

YURI :
Hal ... Getting better.

LARA
You're still awfully thin,

His grin fades to a look of tenderness and gratitude; in a moment
he will embrace her. ' ' .

LARA (almost hastily)
Yuri. There's a letter for you. I've had it three
months. '

She rises and goes off,

(SOUND)
... and it was three months getting here.

1486 CLOSE SHOT. LARA opens the back of a defunct clock where
she has been keeping it.

It's from Moscow ... I think it's from Tonya.

1487 CLOSE SHOT. YURL We hear LARA crossing the room, then .
she puts the letter in his hand saying quietly: ‘

LARA
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1487 Continued

He locks up at her frowning:
LARA {(Cont) (Cuickly) )
She care irte Yuriztin te find veu when
you vanished. Somecne sent her, here.

YURI
You met?
1438 CLOSE SuOT. LARA. She nods.

LaRA
She's very fine.

1486 WEDIU¥ SnOT. As YURI exaiines the letter 2nd opens
it, LARA goes slowly over tc one ¢f the windows and
stands in the sunlignt, Ler back to hin.

1490 CLCSE SkOT. YURI. As he reads we hear, on SOUKD,
: the voice of TCsYA, quiet ana dimnified.

TOWYA (SCUND)
My dearest dear,
I ar sending this to Learissz
Antirova's because if you are alive, wnich
_ God grant, I think that is where you will
g0, e have 2 little dourhter Yuri, did
you knew? Her name is Anna. Father sends
rreetines, Sasha aes grown auite a lot;
he is quite big now; whenever we speak of ycu
he weeps znd won't be comforted.

A trenor in her voice here, 2 cerresponding tremor
on YURI's face, then: ' -

This is what I have to tell ycu. We are
being ceportea from Russia, ke can't make
out if ycu would bc allowed tc jein us. An
organisation in Paris which I rustn't name
will knov wihere we zre, but ncthing is
‘certain and there is very little time. I am
writing tiis in haste, They are coming for
us now. Gos tless vou,

fe turns the letter to the second page.

1 must honestlv admit that Antipova is a
Zood perscn. ' ,

1491/ CLO3i S:#0T. YURI, stupified vith pain, begins teo £fold
1482 the letter. - :
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LCuR 5:0T7. LARA 2@ the window Lears the rustle,
turrs «nd looks at him. he Joul.z at her with
hurning eyes, ite longs to help him, feels she
shoulcn't even if ske could. A peat, then almcst

whispering, tc yet it all donme wita.
LARA
Yuri ... ©2on they got away to Hescow
she lefit somerhing Lere.

YUR1 looks at her.

LARA goes anu crens 2 z21l cunbgard, reclining
at the bottow oI 1t ATe:

A suitcase which we Teccinise, and tihe balalaika.

YURI flinches, then stares at the instrument.

DISSOLVE.

SCENE :U'isERS 1494 to 1498 CuT.

1498

14TERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT sTUDIO  NIGHT  WINTER

CLOSE 34CT. HNight. From outsice LARA'S sitting
roon window. YURI looks out into the darkness
throusk the frosty windcw pane, nis expression still
blank with grief. In the tuckground LARA looks up
at Lir from some sewing. Cn SDUND a burst of rifle
firc. LARA stands uv, alnost erying. out. YURI toco
iooks across the toun, Lis cyes widening. A child's
voice calls from the bearoorn, nervously:
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Continued

KATYA (SOUND)
Mummy - ? .

LARA
Coming Katya!

She goes. YURI turns his sightless gaze to:
EXTERIOR CUL-DE-SAC STUDIO NIGHT SNOW

' MEDIUM SEOT. YURI'S POV. The WATCHER's cigarette

glows in the darkness.
INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGHT WINTER

CLOSE UP. YURI, framed in the window. His thoughts begin
to return to the present situation. -

cuT

. EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE - STUDIO DAY WINTER-SNOW

CLOSE UP. A still-smoking cigarette butt lies in the porchway.

It is daylight. CAMERA PANS up to disclose LARA approaching
across the yard. She carries a small bag of shopping and some
wood. She looks round nervously; nobody. She enters the archway
not noticing the cigarette, CAMERA PANS with her as she starts
the stairs. . '

CLOSE SHOT. Siae stops suddenly and listens. Stealthy footsteps
chime softly on the metal stairs, then feet on boards and silence,

LARA (Nervously)
Yes ...? Hello...?

She moves on up out of picture.
INTERIOR LARA'S APARTLENT STUDIO DAY

MEDIUM SHOT The landing, LARA appears. She is now more
puzzled than frightened, doubting the testimony of her ears, Thez«
is nowhere for anyone to have hidden. CAMERA PANS with her
into CLOSE SHOT as she goes to her door. Inthe act of opening it
she freezes:
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CLOSE SHOT. One of the other doors is slightly ajar, and the
narrow aperture is darkened: it could be 2 man looking at her.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA bursts into the sitting room and whips
the door to behind her, panicky: - , :

LARA (Whispering, stridently)
Yuri -

CAMERA PANS her across the room where YURI emerges {rom
the kitchen. :

- there's someone in one of the rooms.

YURI
What? Are you sure?

His question is answered by the sound of rapid footsteps across
the landing and clattering down the stairs. CAMERA PANS with
them as they rush to the door and open it. :

CLOSE SHOT They come out on the landing and stand looking
down the stairs.

MEDIUM SBOT. Their POV the stairs. Whoever it was has gone.
from sight but we can still hear them. ‘

CLOSE UP. YURI and LARA. She calls down pleading, then
almost hysterically: - )

LARA

What do you want please? Why are you watching us?
... Please? ... We're not doing anything wrong! ...
Then why don't you leave us alone?

The footsteps have ceased. YURI puts his arm round her
shoulder, but he too is jittery. :

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE STUDIO NIGET SNOWING

LONG SHOT. Night. Whirling snow chases through the cul-de-sac.
No-one there. . A light in LARA's window. A massive, unidentifi-
able figure labours into foreground of picture and goes towards

the porch. In its shaggy fur coat, reaching to the ankles, it looks
unpleasantly like some monstrous animal.
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INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO  NIGHT SNOWING

CLOSE SHEOT. LARA appears in the frosted window and peers
through looking for the WATCHER, as she has done many times
before. Her eye is caught by the figure now almost below her. She
quickly raises both hands to the glass to see better, staring downwards
T/hat she sees brings a look of horrified incredulity to her face.

She siands for 2 moment, then turns.

MEDIUM SHOT Inside the sitting room YURI is stoking the stove.
LARA comes from the window saying:

LARA

Yuri -
He stands upright and faces her. She hesitates. In the silence the

sound of feet on the iron stairway. They both turn looking at the
door.

Yuri - (He turns to her) It's -

MEDIUM SEOT. CAMERA SHOOTING down the stairs. KOMAROVSK:
appears round the corner of the first landing. He is covered with
snow. His moustache and beard plastered with it makes him look like
a clown. (He was clean-shaven in the old days) As he comes up the
second flight of stairs into CLOSE SHOT a light strikes across his face

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the siiting room LARA has opened the door;
we hear KOMAROVSKY's ascent. She backs nervously, glancing at
YURI who looks back at her, serious and alert. KOMAROVSKY appeal
in the doorway. Slices of sleet slide from his coat as he regards them
both, rather pleased by the effect he has created. - The suspicion
crosses our minds that he is not perfectly steady on his feet. But his
firm, insolently commanding voice, quite quiet, reassures us. '

KOMAROVSKY

Yuri Andreyevich, you've changed I think. Oh yes,
decidedly. Larissa Antipova ... (A fatherly smile) ...
remarkably the same. (Mildly, as reczlling their manner:
May I come in?

LARA goes right to YURI, standing by him so that they are touching.
YURI smiles at her quickly. -

KOMAROVSKY enters, shuts the door, sheds his coat onto the back of
the chair at the head of the table, goes to 2 small mirror and begins
to dry his hair with a handkerchief, saying:
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KOMAROVSKY
You wonder where I have come from ... Ihave come from
Moscow. Iam on my way to Via -(A suspicion of a belch)

Viadivostock. Iam here(He turns) to offer you my help.

YURI _
We don't want it.

KOMAROVSKY (sternly)
Speak for yourself, young man.

LARA o
We don't want it.

He gives her an indulgent smile. Then, to YORL

KOMAROVSKY

Yuri Andreyevich - (Breaks off) May Isit? (He does so)
You served two years with the Partisans. Fifth Division,
Commander Gregory Liberius; Political Commissar
K.V. Razin. You have no discharge and so are a
deserter. Your family in Paris, is involved with a

dangerous emigré organisation. These are - (he
belches, waves his hand) technicalities. Your style of
life, everything you think and say, your published
writings, are flagrantly subversive. Your days are
numbered. Unless I help you. Do you want my help?

He takes out a cigar, a poor thing, but still, a cigar. YURIis
considerably shaken, LARA appalled; but the set distaste on
YURI's face remains.

YURI
No.

KOMAROVSKY has a moment of surprise, incipient a.nger, even
alarm but is reassured by LARA's laying her hand on YURI

and saying, quickly:

LARA
Wait Yuri.

KOMAROVSKY smiles, rummages in his greatcoat, dumps on the
table a squat green bottle.

KOMAROVSKY
larissa, three glasses.
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YURI reacts to his proprietory tone. To LARA:

YURI
No.

LARA hesitates between them, then:.

LARA =
Yuri you must see how serious this is.

YURI looks after her as she goes into the kitchen. He is recalled by:

KOMAROVSKY
Please don't underestimate me. Either practically - or

morally. Iam not the man you take me for.

LARA returns, puts three glasses before KOMAROVSKY, sits at the
far end of the table - but still quite close to KOMAROVSKY - asks,

quickly and quietly:

How d'you know all this about Yuri? How can you help?

KOMAROVSKY (pouring from the bottle into the gla.sses‘;'
1do and I can. Isn't that sufficient? -

LARA
No.

KOMAROVSKY makes no response. He holds out a glass to her and
she takes it. S_l:ldes’ another to YURI

'KOMAROVSKY
Skol, Larissal

LARA raises her glass, finds KOMAROVSKY smiling at her. He
tosses off his drink, she lowers hers without drinking, her face
clouded. YURI has seen this, understanding some reference has

been made from which he is excluded.

Our Eastern Seaboard is an undeveloped area.
(replenishes his glass, sits back) Our Commissariat
for Foreign Affairs is setting up an independent state
there. In short a puppet government. (tosses back
the second glass, refilling it while:) It will afford

a temporary channel of communications with the
outside world. (sits back holding his third full glass)
I have good commercial contacts in the Far East, I
have been appointed Minister of Trade.
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YURI . .
The Bolsheviks, trust you? ;

KOMAROVSKY |
They trust nobody. They have found me useful. (he

throws back the third glass) Here's how I can help you:
Come wilh me to the Pacific Coast. From there you can
go ... Wherever you like ... to Paris ... or (delicately)

not ...

He has trodden with his unctuous delicacy slap into YURI's Holy of
Holies - an already inflamed area. YURI looks at him with tormented

eyes.

YURI
I think you'd better go.

KOMAROVSKY glares at him. He tosses back his fourth glass. He
says quite quietly but with great intensity, shakily putting down his
glass: - .

KOMAROVSKY
Your rarified selfishness,. is (he belches), intclerable.

Larissa Antipova is in danger too.

The disgust on YURI's face is wiped away by natural alarm. His
attention thoroughly caught: ,

YURI
. By association with me?

KOMAROVSKY (contemptuous in his turn)
You? You're small {ry. By her association with

Strelnikov.

LARA (looking at him with distaste)
I've never met Strelnikov.

KOMAROVSKY
You're married to Strelnikov; they know that.

LARA
1 was married to Pasha Antipov.

KOMAROVSKY
1 understand you. (he pats her hand which she withdraws)

But they don't! You're being watched. Don'{ you know
why? ... A husband’s a sticky commodity my dear.
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LARA
Go away.
KOMAROVSKY (bellowing now)

More of this - (he struggles for words) high-minded’
lunacy! You have a child to think of! Look -

He rummages in his coat again, dumps on the tabie 2 damp bag, and
says with maudlin resentment:

Sugar for the child.

LARA looks at him white faced, frozen with hatred and contempt.

LARA
I don't want it,

KOMAROVEKY -
Who are you to refuse my sugar? (suddenly low and

threatening) Don't look at me like that. (storming again;
Who are you to refuse anything from me?

LARA bites her iip. YURI crosses quietly to KOMAROVSKY.

YURI
Now, yow go.

1t is a voice we have never heard before. "Beware the anger of a

patient man". KOMAROVSKY slowly levitates. Having risen and
got a little confidence he opens his mouth to protest but:

m... go L

YURI thrusts the greatcoat into his arms, opens the door.
KOMAROVSKY gets through rather quickly.

MEDIUM SHOT KOMAROVSKY struggles into his coat on the
landing. YURI stands watching him.

KOMAROVSKY
Very well. 1came here -

YURI pushes him ~violently. He reels down the first flight of stairs
to land with a crash against the wall there.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI looking down at him.
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CLOSE SHOT KOMAROVSKY stares up at him; loses his temper:
. . ‘

KOMAROVSKY
Stay here then and get your desserts. Your desserts,
do you hear me? )

The light goes off him. The sitting room door slams.
You think you are - immaculate: ...

He has made a violent gesture which sets him off balance and he goes
flying, clattering down the stairs. :

EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT SNOWING

MEDIUM SHCT At the foot of the stairs a few rats scuttle across
the porchway, KOMAROVSKY lurches into picture and collapses
on the floor, momentarily stunned. A rat darts over his hand and
runs out into the falling snow. He heaves himself up.

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT YURI stands motionless inside the sitting room,
turned away from LARA who is still seated at the table where the
bottle stands. Hesitantly she lifts a shameful face and looks at him.
KOMAROVSKY's voice comes up the stairs: . '

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
‘ Youare not immaculate! -

They turn to the door, listening.

I know you! ... Do you hear me? ... I know you!
EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT . SNOWING

CLOSE SHOT KOMAROVSKY has mounted the first two stairs, his
face is flushed and hateful, but oddly, also tear-stained. He bawls

passionately:

KOMAROVSKY |
We're all made of the same clay you know?:... CLAY!®

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT LARA, in foreground at the table, looking
at YURI, his back to her at the door. He lowers his head. She
turns to the table as if having had sentence justly pronounced against

her.
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- EXTERIOR LARA'S LUUSE STUDIC RiGHT SNOWING

1527 MEDIUM SHOT. KOIAROVSKY stumbles out through the
porch into the flying snow, whinpering and rubbing
hicself as he wzlks away acress tue yzard. ‘

DISSCLVE
'INTERIOR LARA'S AFARTNENT STUDIC  NIGHT

1528/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA lying im bed. The

1529 room dark, the wind gusty cutside. He is staring at
the ceiling, she is curled up away from him. ke
turns his head slightly tc look a2t her; looks back at
the ceiling. The tension roes from his face and he
turns looking at her tenderly.

YURI (A whisper)
Lara ...

LARA
essMp?

YURI
Le's Tubbish, lLara.

A pause; she turns on her back, looking upwards.

LARA - |

Yes rubbish ... (Now she turns her head to
YURI, softens at his look of tenderness.)
what are we gcing to do?

YURI

(As having thought about it) If we try
to get on a train, taey'll arrest-us on
the spot. '

LARA
I don't want to stay here end wait, Yuri.



254
(Revised 19.2.65)

1528/ Continued
1523

YURI
No. listen.

. He raises himself cn cne elbow, looking down at her.
We could go to ...

LARA
Varykino.

YURI
They'd find out sooner OT later.

LARA -
Yes but later. If our days are really
numbered, Yuri - .

YURI
Yes, we'd better live then.

LARA
Yes.

Both of them 2re now smiling, but now with total
gravity.

YURI
Befere we're parted.
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Continued

For a moment he fears LARA will be unable to accept this summing up,
but then, quielly: :

LARA
Yes. ;

They look at one another, their faces calm but their eyes troubled.

YURI (Softly)
Alright then; Varykino.

They kiss.

CUT. MUSIC full _
EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION WINTER  SNOW

EXTREME LONG SHOT. Theirsleigh sweeps by down the road to
Varykino, distant across a brilliant white sunlit landscape. the
MUSIC triumphant and spiendid.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. MUSIC continuous. YURI, LARA, KATYA
in the sleigh which is piled high with supplies, hay for the horse and
equipment. Taey are laughing. YURI driving and brandishing the

whip for the benefit of KATYA. ‘The sleigh swerves as YURI purposely
runs it into the banked-up snow beside the road.

CLOSE UP. KATYA clutching LARA,‘ a little frightened, then roar-
ing with laughter.

LONG SHOT. The sleigh swings round the clump of poplars, CAMERA
PANS with it to disclose the HOUSE. MUSIC modulates. It has been
transformed by Nature beyond the imagination of Man. Each twist of

its architecture the occasion for a tottering fantasy of snow, a sweep-
ing curtain of ice.  Its beauty is so intense as to be sinister; the ice
Falace of a Siberian spirit perhaps, no fit home for organic creatures.

' CLOSE SHOT. The cleigh comes to a standstill against the background

of the frozen pond. No-one moves. They sit there, looking upwards,
their laughter fading to awe.

LONG SHOT. Their POV. The snow-covered roof and domes,
weirdly beautiful against the sky.

CLOSE UF. LARA, looking up towards:
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LONG SHOT The ice-hung tower at the end of the house.
CLOSE UP. YURI He turns round in his seat to look at:

LONG SHOT The OUTHOUSE. Only the half-buried windows
reveal that it is a dwelling at all. _

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT KATYA scrambles out of the sleigh.
LARA turns to see what YURI is looking at; looks back at him uncer-
tainly; he smiles faintly and climbs out of the sleigh.

CLOSE SHOT. KATYA yanks away a yard-long icicle from the

.verandzh porch and staggers back laughing under the subsequent

cascade of snow. Her cheery din provides the adults with courage
or cover as they come up the steps.

CLOSE SHOT. The front door of the house, half open, a broken pad-
lock hanging. YURI and LARA enter.

- INTERIOR VARYKINO HOUSE STUDIO DAY WINTER

1543/
15456

1547/
1550

LONG SHOT. The hall. A drift of frozen snow extends a long white
tongue across the floor from the door. TYURI and LARA enter and
stand looking around. Walls and floor are naked and clean except for -
a litter of dead leaves along the skirtings, The place is utterly silent.
emphasised by the now fading cries of KATYA. Tall windows frosted
over and shadowed by the plunging icicles outside let in the subacqueous
light. The walls of the hallway soar up to a high roof where glazed
domes glimmer. The staircase would accommodate « coach and pair.
The only pieces of furniture which have not beer taken away are those
too heavy to shift. Thus in the centre of the hallway stands a marble
table of colossal size ornate, weighing tons.  On the landing an
enormous tallboy, also marble-topped. An antigue goddess, bland
and sightless more than lifesize (as though the furniture had been
designed for her) stands cn a ponderous marble plinth. All these objects
are familiar to YURI but looking at LARA finds her downright scared.
He gives her his hand and they walk along the corridor their footfall
echoing. YURI opens a door.

MEDIUM SHOT. The living room. Completely empty except for,
senselessly. a single leather fishing boot, thigh length. which stands

in the middle of the floor, its top over. LARA doesn’t like it. Ehe
and YURI move to the middle of the room. look at one ancther, horrifiec
by the predicament they have created for themselves and helpless.
YURI draws her to him for comfort. They kiss each holding the other
desperately hard. She senses something in his posture and locks up.
He is staring over his shoulder at:
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MEDIUM SHOT. An open door leads into the library. A desk stands
beneath a huge frosted window, =~ .

CLOSE SHOT. <YURI and LARA. - He frowns and blinks assailed
by 2 host of memories but unable to account for the attraction which
the piece exerts, CAMERA PANE with him as he goes briskly to
the door as one who will clear up a mystery.

LONG SEOT. YURI enters the library, the ultimate room of the
house, its walls covered by empty bookshelves. In the foreground

of picture is the desk. YURI crosses to it and lays his fingers on it,
and stands for a moment as though receiving a message. He turns -
and smiles uncertainly as LARA joins him, looking at him curiously.
With deft familiarity he opens and shuts the drawers. )

CLOSE UPE. The last drawer contains a sheaf of dusty yellow paper,
with pen and ink. .

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA. He looks at her, an expression
of puzzled pleasure on his face and then in answer to her questioning
frowm:

YURI
Anna taught me to write at this desk.

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY  WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT. Out in the garden KATYA comes towards CAMERA
stamping regular biue footholes in the immaculate snow. taking sensuous
pleasure in it, her expression stern. Al every step she gasps:

KATYA :
Ho-! Ho-! Ho-!

'She tramps off screen leaving an irregular row of foot-holes.

curT

INTERIOR VARYKINO HOUSE STUDKO NIGHT WINTER
CLOSE SHOT Through frosted glass, the white half moon at night
MEDIUM SHOT. The moon is shining into the living room. A little
glow comes from the stove.  Above the stove is stacked a clutter of
utensils and provisions. On mattresses. smothered with rugs furs,
even strips of carpet we find LARA and XATYA both asieep. YURI
beside them, motionless.

CLOSE UP YURI, Heis awake. He is looking back at:
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CLOSE SHOT His POV. The blurred bright moon.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI turns his head questioningly, as though in
answer to some message in the moonlight. Ee rises on one elbow,
looks across the room to:

MEDIUM SHOT  His FOV. through the open door. The desk in
the library. the moonlight falling on it.

CLOSE UP. YURI turns his head again, his gaze softening as it
lights on:

CLOSE UP. LARA asleep, the travelling moonlight just beginning
to fall on her, _ . '

CLOSE UP  YURI looks from LARA to:
CUT  MUSIC. LARA theme.

CLOSE SHOT. The moonlit surface of the desk, A warm glow
begins to appear. It is caused by the light of a candle which YURI's
hand places on the desk.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI He sits at the desk, pauses. Then briskly
takes out paper, pen and ink. He pauses again, breathing deeply,

his hands laid flat. the paper between them. He dips the pen. He
writes:

EXTREME CLOSE SHOT A single word of five Russian capitals
at the head of the paper.

CLOSE UP. LARA. the moonlight now full on her face. She turns in
her sleep.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. He goes for more ink. MUSIC stops. On
SOUND. the distant, primeval, utterly desolate how! of a wolf. He
turns sharply, listening. intent. The howl comes again and suddenly
leaps in volume as we CUT:

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGET WINTER

CLOSE SHOT. Outside YURI emerges from the library through the
French door. He peers about over:

LONG SHOT.  His FOV the endless plain, flashing White in the moon-
light. The wolf howl ceases, ' ,
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PROCESS SHOT

LONG SHOT. The half moon, incandescent, rides in the darkness
On SOUND the wolf howl again. '

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT WINTER

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT  YURI walks round the end of the house past
an arrested cascade of ice and snow, each bright granule darting
points of light. He stops in CLOSE UP looking alertly about again.
seeing:

"LONG SHOT. His POV, A clump of conifers laden with snow.

Beyond the silent white plain under the fathomless black sky.

CLOSE UF. YURI townsman, intellectual. not knowing what to
expect, hardly what to look for. but looking. His expression changes
and he instinctively stiffens. He has seen:

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The WOLVES, They are at a good distance,
not more than eight of them, aware of him, uneasy. their shadows more
palpable than themselves.

' CLOSE SHOT. YURI ta.kes a step towards them, gesturing with an

upraised arm.
MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The WOLVES turn springingly and vanish.
CLOSE UP. YURI locks shocked and thoughtful; they have troubled

rather than frightened him. He looks about uncertainly; his gaze

falls on: _
INTERIOR VARYKINO  STUDIO NIGHT  WINTER

CLOSE SHOT The library window behind him. the candle a smali
shifting glow behind the frost. LARA theme again.

CLOSE UP. ' The paper with its heading lies on the desk.

MEDIUM SHOT. The paper and desk in foreground., In background
YURI enters. He kicks a roll of cloth against the door's foot :

. Standing by the door he looks at the paper. Then he crosses. sits,

and without a moment’s hesitati‘on, writes his face fierce with energy.
CUT. ‘MUSIC CUTS.

INTERIOR VARYKINC STUDIO DAY WINTER

CLOSE SHOT. The LUN through frosted glz.l.ss,
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CLOSE UP. LARA lies awake. She turns her head and her gaze
softens as she sees: -

CLOSE UP. 7YURI lies asleep.

CLOSE UP. LARA shifts her gaze 'a.nd‘her expression changes as
she sees:

MEDIUM SHOT. 'Through the open door, the desk, with burned-down
candle, pen and ink.

CLOSE SEOT. On the desk a sheet of paper (surrounded by many
other sheets scrumpled into balls and pushed to one side.) CAMERA
tracks into CLOSE UP. On the paper a poem of four-line stanzas -
neatly written with the single four letter word at the top. A hand
takes the paper.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA reading the poem in her hand. MUSIC
commences softly and strengthens as her eyes walk, carefully over
the lines, She blinks, frowns, incredulous; unconsciously she sinks
into the chair never taking her eyes from the paper. She shakes her
head a little in bewildered protest as she nears the end, but her face is
radiant. Coming to the last stanza, she is startled to find that YURI
has come on frame and stands beside her. She holds out a gentle half-
arresting half-caressing hand and finishes the poem, the MUSIC
resolving to a finish both tranquil and strong. When she looks up her
eyes are filled and her voice chokes as she says: :

LARA :
This isn’t me Yuri. (She is almost horrified that he
should so madly over-value her)

YURI
Yes it is,

LARA
No ... It's you.

YURI
Read the title.

LARA (Whispers)
"Lara ..."

CUT. MUSIC, LARA theme,
PROCESS SHOT
MEDIUM SHOT. The MOON, now full rides in the black sky.
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INTERIOR VARYKINO STUDIO NIGHT WINTER

CLOSE SHOT. At the desk YURI is writing. There is nowa small
pile of finished poems to one side, and a litter of boshed shots before
him. He works with terrific concentration, his eye severe andcritical.
As we watch he carefully crosses out one word, carefully substitutes
two others and again considers. He looks more like an engineer than
the conventional poet. On SOUND:

LARA (SOUND, sharply)
Yuri...!

He turns and sees her, draped in blankets, standing motionless by the
stove, her face alarmed, the door to their ""bedroom' open behind her.
YURI is startled. She says, almost impatiently:

LARA

Yuri. there's a wolf howling.

YURI (Rising)
Oh yes, I -

His words are cut off by the mournful note of the wolf, very distant,
not a physical threat but the very voice of desolation. LARA locks at
him wide-eyed. He is surprised by the degree of her fear and going
to her says almost chidingly:

]

I .
f:ve seen them. They're frightened. They won't harm us.

LARA ‘
I1know. I'msorry. It's- |

She claps her hands over her ears as the sound comes again, and
_seeing her extremity YURI takes her by the shoulders, but before he

can speak she gasps quietly, but with enormous feeling, trembling,
staring at him:
- LARA :
Oh Lord. this is an awful time to be alive.

YURI (Gently)
‘ No.

LARA
It is. 1t is.

YURI (Gently)
No no.

She stares at him comfortless, hopeiess. He takes her face in his
hands, kisses her with great tenderness. She looks up at him again.
a warmth returning to her eyes. He kisses her again. She responds.
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CLOSE SHOT. The poems on the desk.

CLOSE SHOT. TYURI and LARA lie together in her blanket in the
little glow from the stove. Tenderness is still the mood. He is
gently kissing her face; her eyes are closed.

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT WINTER

CLOSE SHOT. An ice-encrusted tree with the incandescent moon

. eaught in its branches.

1601

1602

- 1603

1604

1605/
1608

INTERIOR VARYKINO STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. LARA is silently weeping now, despite YURI's frantic
desire to comfort her. Her eyes are open and fixed on him as he
strokes her cheeks. her hair and repeatedly kisses her.

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT = WINTER

MEDIUM SEOT. One of the conifers outside the house releases its
burden of snow with a "whump". On SOUND a wolf howls distantly.

INTERIOR VARYKINO STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. LARA and YURI exactly as before. Now a tear appears
in the corner of YURI's eye too. The effect on LARA is galvanic.

The comforted becomes the comforter. - She takes his head in her
hands and kisses his eyes again and again. Now tenderness becomes
passion, passion becomes desperate. He pulls her towards him

and instantly the full length of her body is jammed against his and they
are kissing mouth to mouth.

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT WINTER

EXTREME LONG SHOT. The house and its surroundings, the far
horizon, the moon spinning in its own brightness. Faint, forlorn,
the howl comes for the last time. .

DIESOLVE
INTERIOR VARYKINO STUDIO DAY WINTER

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Daytime. YURI and LARA at the desk, both
fully dressed. They sit silently, unmoving, the remnants of a meal
pushed aside. Their faces are empty. They have sat like this for
some time evidently, and they continue so for several beats before:

YURI
How long have we been here?



1605/ Continued

1608

LARA
Thirteen days.

He makes no answer. A.nother silence. Then:
Wouldn't it have been lovely i we'd met before ...

She cannot listen: " ... before Komarovsky, before Fasha, before
Tonya, before the birth of our children' and breaks off,

YURI
Before we did ... yes.

Another silence ensues, but now they- lock at each other.

LARA : :
We'd have got married and had a house and children ..
(She says it wonderingly) K we'd had children, Yuri,
would you have liked a boy, or a girl?

She is still smiling and YURI smiling with her. He is inclined to Jom-
in the elaboration of the wish dream. But he receives an apprehensmn
of what they are at. His smile goes:

YURI
I think we may go mad, if we think about - all that,

LARA (Her smile persiﬁts)
I shall a.lways think about it. (He looks at her; she looks
at the poems) ... Will you write today? :

YURI
No, not to-day.

Silence. Neither moves. Hiatus. But after a little, on SOUND, they
hear a distant shout (a driver to his horses), then the screech of sledge
runner, approaching and near. They look uwp, look at one another,
frightened. Anocther shout much nearer (as the driver stops his vehicle)
Then the front door opening. Heavy footsteps. One of the inside
doors is opened, shut. The foosteps again, and:

1609 CLOSE SHOT. The door opens.: A RED ARMY MAN stands there.

1610 CLOSESHOT. YURI and LARA, frightened and forlorn.

LARA (softly)
- Katya! Come to me darling ...
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1610 Continued

' RED ARMY MAN (SOUND)
They're here! _

1611 MEDIUM SHOT. Looking down the passage we see another RED ARMY
' MAN standing in the hall. He turns and goes out of the front door.

1612 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA are joined by KATYA., LARA puts
her arm around her. CAMERA tracks slowly in as on SOUND the
SECOND RED ARMY MAN passes on the message, "They're here".
Footsteps coming up on to the verandah, into the hall and along the
passage - by which time we are in CLOSE UP of YURI and LARA.

1613 CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY appears in the doorway where he
stands looking at them.

1614 CLOSE SHOT. 7YURIand LARA, She says, in pure relief:

.LARA '
Victor - ! (Confused) We thought ... .

1615 CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and RED ARMY MAN

KOMAROVSKY | |
Quite. (Turns to RED ARMY MAN)} I wonder if you'd
mind, Comrade... '

RED ARMY MAN shows scant respect for him but turns and goes.
1616 CLOSE SHOT. VYURIand LARA. He is watching her.

1617/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY shuts the door and CAMERA
1620 PANS with him as he crosses the room pulling off his gloves and
looking around the place. His manner is curt and dry.

KOMAROVSKY

There is a train, belonging to my Government, standing
in Yuriatin. I has a carriage for myself and my assist-
ants; a Sleeping-car; you would travel in comfort. And
safety. )

Seeing written paper on the desk he has picked it up with insolent idle
curiosity. Finding it to be a poem he tosses it back with genuine ofi-
hand contempt and it falls accidently to the floor. LARA retrieves it
and puts it back on the desk as KOMAROVSKY sits in YURI's chair.

The train leaves tonight, with or without you. I should
add that I am here for the last time.
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1617/ Continued

1620

1821
1622

1623
1624

YURI (Slowly)
There is no question of m _lcommg with you.

LARA (Quickly)
I'm not going without you. (To KOMAROVSKY, a bit
brea.thless) So there's an end to it.

-YURI
Lara -

LARA (Nct meeting his eyes)
I can't go without you.

KOMAROVSKY rises with an odd groaning sigh, as one patient though
tried beyond patience’s limit.

KOMAROVSKY
Then I must have a word with Yuri Andreyevich in
private. (Looking about) Where ...?

He is looking at:
MEDIUM SHOT. The open door to the bedroom.,

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. TYURI catches his look and leads the way
over to the passage door.

CLOSE UP. LARA, startled and wary. On SOUND the door shuts.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and KOMAROVSKY come to a halt half way down
the passage. In the background the RED ARMY MEN watch them’
curiously.

KOMAROVSKY (Quietly)
Strelnikov is dead.

YURI
What - ?

KOMAROVSKY

Spare me your expressions of regret. He was a murder-
ous neurotic and no loss to anyone. D'you see how this
affects Larissa? You don't. You're a fool.

He glances towards the RED ARMY MEN and, the initiative his,
takes YURI to a door which he opens.
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1625 MEDIUM SHOT. A small butler's pantry. YURI and KOMAROVSKY
enter. KOMAROVSKY shuts the door and faces YURI.

KOMAROVSKY .
She’'s Strelnikov's wife, Why d'you think they haven't
arrested her - that's the usual practice? Why d'you think
they watched her in Yuriatin? They were waiting for
Strelnikov.

. YURI (Looking at him, wary. but beginning to breathe
hard) ¥ they thought that Strelnikov would run to his
wife - they didn't know him.

KOMAROVSKY

They knew him very well. He was five miles from here
when they caught him. (YURI stares, appalled.
KOMAROVSKY calmly presses his advantage:) I'll tell
you the manner of it. He was arrested on the open road.
He didn't conceal who he was., Indeed throughout the
interview he insisted that they call him ""Pavel Antipov" -
which is his right name - and refused to answer to the
name of Strelnikov. On his way to execution he took a
pistol from one of the guards and blew his own brains out.

YURI ' ,
Oh my God ... (His gaze wonders, suddenly flashes in
alarm:) Don't tell Lara this.

KOMAROVSKY

I know Lara at least as well as youdo ... This neurotic
gesture at the eleventh hour is just the sort of thing that
would unbalance her. But you see her position. She's
served her purpose. Those men who came with me to-day
as an escort, will come for her and the child to-morrow,
as a firing squad,

KOMAROVSKY drinks in YURI's helplessness. The venemous resent-
ment of what follows is the more frightening because it must be kept los

(Smiling) g
Now. I know exactly what you think of me. And why...
But if you're not coming with me, she's not coming with me
So are you coming with me? Do youaccept the protection
of this - ignoble Caliban -? (Softly) On any terms that

. Caliban cares to make? (He lets this sink in) Or is your
delicacy so exhorbitant that you will sacrifice a woman
and a child to it?
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MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. LARA seated in YURI's chair, KATYA on
her lap. Both looking at:

-

MEDIUM SHOT. The closed door to the passage.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA and KATYA. .Ou SOUND {ootsteps in the hall.
LARA rises.

CLOSE SHOT. The door opens and KOMAROVSKY sweeps in followed
by YURI who goes off in the direction of the bedroom. :

KOMAROVSKY (Taking out a cigar) .
Yuri Andreyevich has been visited with a flash of
common sense,

CLOSE SHOT. LARA looks at him for a moment or two, then walks
off towards the bedroom.

CLOSE UP. KOMAROVSKY watches her cross the room, lighting
his cigar at the same time.

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the bedroom LARA finds YURI throwing
things into 2 bag. In a low, shamed voice she asks:

. LARA - |
Are we going with him?

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA. He rises from the packing, looking
straight at her.

YURI
There's no choice.

They hold each other's eyes, paralysed. °
cuT
EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. KOMAROVSKY's sledge drawn up outside the
front door. A RED ARMY DRIVER seated, second RED ARMY MAN
standing around at the side and FIRST RED ARMY MAN on the verandah
KOMAROVSKY comes out of the front door with KATYA. He leads her
by the hand to the top of the steps and says ingratiatingly to RED ARMY
MEN:

KOMAROVSKY
There are some bags to carry, Comrades ...
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1636 Continued

They look at him contemptuously; one turns his back. YURI and LARA
appear in the door. .

1637 CLOSE SHOT. YURIand LARA. Both dressed in greatcoats and
carrying bags. They cross the verandah and descend the steps not
looking at anyone. LARA comes to a Standstill in front of the sledge
where KATYA is already seated. YURI puts down his own bags,
takes LARA's from her, CAMERA PANS with him as he stows them
in the back.

1638 CLOSE UP. LARA standing sightlessly in front of the sledge. We
hear:

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
Get in. -

She does not seem to register the request but YURI comes into picture
and, CAMERA PANNING with her eases her up into the seat beside
KATYA. As this takes place we hear:

RED ARMY MAN (SOUND)
How many?.

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
Al of us.

RED ARMY MAN (SOUND)
"Not room.

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND. Blustering)
Comrade, there’s got to be room -

1639 CLOSE UP. YURI

YURI -
It's alright. I have to bring our sledge.

He starts tucking up LARA with a rug, not looking at her.
1840 CLOSEUP. LARA looking down at him,
KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)

Well hurry; this train can't wait; there are important
people on it. -
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1641 CLCSE S#dT. YURI

YURI
You start; I'll catch yocu up.

KOMARLVSIY (3CU:D)
Ch. Yes.

Ee continues the tucking un as if their lives depended
cn his excluding any chink of zir, but still he cannot
loock at her.

1642 CLCSL UP. YURI hands the bzlalzika to LARA, not looking
' at ner., She flashes a glance of almost oure fear at
him; for a seconc¢ they stare liorrified into one another's
eyes, then he resures 1is tucking up of her. The moment
has come and gone tco quickly for us properly to
apprehend it, :

KCAROVSKY .
1'11 de that. Get your sledge.

1643 CLOSE SEOT. YURI steps back; locks up at LARA.

1644 sIG CLOSE UP. LARA looking back at him, KOMAROVSKY
says to DRIVER: : :

KCMAROVEKY (SOUND)
Right, Comrade!

LARA hurriedly, urgently, blurts:

LARA
V'e'l]l see you =

1645 2IG CLCSE UP, YURI

YURI
Yes of course.

1646 CLOSZ UP LARA. The sledze starts. CAMERA PANS with
her., She twists around in her seat loocking back.
~CiiAROVSKY turmns too; shouts:

KOMAROVSKY
Lurryl!l!

1647 »EDIUM CLCSE Er0T. YURI standing at the bottom of the
verandah steps, a bag 2t his feet, looking after them.

1648 MEDIUM LONG SrOT. Ris PCV. The sledge rounding the
bend in the road nast the outhouse.

1649 CLCSE UP. YURI raises his hand.
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1650 LONG SHOT. We see LARA raises her band just before the sledge
is partially hidden by the clump of poplars. -

1651 CLOSE UF. YURI slowly lowers his hand. Stands watching the pro-
gress of the sledge. :

1652 LONG SHOT. The sledge recedes rapidly up the straight behind the
trees.

1653 CLOSE SHOT. YURI, his face emptied of feeling. He half turns
towards the house, looks back towards the sledge, has a wonderful
jdea, looks up towards the roof. MUSIC. He dashes up on to the
verandah and into the front door.

INTERIOR VARYKINO  STUDIO DAY

1654 MEDIUM SHOT. TYURI runs through the hall to the stairs.

1655 MEDIUM SHOT. He pelts up the stairs and disappears from view. -
INTERIOR VARYKINO BEDROOM STUDIO DAY

1656 MEDIUM SHOT. He throws open a door into a long-disused bedroom
containing a dila.pidated.-brass bedstead. He rushes to the window.

1657 CLOSE SHOT. TYURI tries to unlatch the frame but it is stuck fast
in the ice. He scrabbles frantically at the frosted glass with his
finger nails but without effect. He looks about, sees the bed,
CAMERA PANS with him as he goes to it and unscrews one of the knobs,
his fingers spinning; he returns to the window, raises his hand.

1658 CLOSE UP. From outside the window we see the glass splinter,
leaving a star shaped opening in the centre of the opaque surface.
YURI looks through at: :
EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

1659 LONG SHOT. The sledge, tiny now, outlined against the sky where the
road crosses a ridge. '

INTERIOR VARYKINO BEDROOM STUDIO DAY
1660 CLOSE UP. YTURI looking through the star shaped opening.
EXTERIOR VARYKING LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

1661 LONG SHOT The sledge glides out of sight over the ridge., MUSIC
dies.



1662

1663
1664

1665

1666/
1669

271

CLOSE UP. YURI He takes a sharp inbreath and makes an invol- -
untary gesture as though to arrest it, unable to accept what he has done.
Witha barely perceptible sound the broken glass collapses, still further,
leaving him framed within its jagged edges.

cuT

EXTERIOR YURIATIN STATION : LOCATION NIGHT WINTER-
SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. A railway signal clpnks into the "Go' position.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. Yuriatin station. An unusual number of
soldiers and officials stand beside the special train. The locomotive
sighing rhythmically. A whistle blows; last minute handshakes for
departing dignitaries. A window is lowered in foreground of picture.

CLOSE UEF. KOMAROVSKY peers out, looking along the platform.
Satisfied, he pulls up the frosted window again.

INTERIOR SPECJIAL TRAIN STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the carriage KOMAROVSKY plumps down
opposite LARA, who frowns him to silence, indicating KATYA asleep.
He cannot hold his triumph, nor conceal an undertone ¢of uneasiness:

KOMAROVSKY . ,
Well I'm afraid that's it my dear. Your young man isn't
coming. '

LARA looks at him almost in wonderment.

LARA
You fool. (Proudly) Did you really think that he, would
come with you ... ?

His face darkens as he registers the full force of the insult. With
a bang and a jolt the train moves. Instinctively LARA turns to the
window with precisely the same inbreath and half gesture of protest
that YURI made. But at once she sinks away. The train gathers
speed.

KOMAROVSKY (Sullenly resentful, unable to let it alone)
The man's an idiot! From Mongolia he could have gone
to China From China he --

A little warmth, the product of pride, creeps into LARA's ashen face.
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. LARA (To herself rather than him) -
He'll never leave Russia.

KOMAROVSKY
Let him stay then.

' He flings himself back in his seat, furious. He turns to look at her.
Viciously:-

You've come with me, haven't you?

LARA (Whispers)
Yes ...

Her glance falls on the child. He follows it.

KOMAROVSKY .
Ah to be sure, It was your duty as a mother.

She looks at him, very grave. Almost compassionately, and again
proudly: ' :

That's right, Victor ... I'm carrying Yuri's child.
KOMAROVSKY stares, and this time his anger is deep; he is almost
scared;: this is true defeat; he has merely been made use of. And

she looks back almost scared in turn, wondering what this is going to
mean to her, to Katya and the unborn child in the time to come.

EXTERIOR ﬁ.AILWAY LOCATION -DAY FOR N'IGﬁT WINTER-SNOW

1670 MEDIUM SHOT. The wheels of the train sweep past. CAMERA lifts
slightly to show an EXTREME LONG SHOT of the train as it recedes
into the white cistance. On SOUND we hear the voice of the GIRL at
the beginning of the picture.

THE GIRL (SOUND)
1 was born out there, in the Far East somewhere ...

CUT
INTERIOR HUT STUDIO DAY

1671/ CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF and the GIRL in the hut at the dam.
1675 Bright sunlight now, ‘ -
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THE GIRL '
1 think it was Mongolia. I don't remember ...

YEVGRAF
You were born in Mongolia. And you were born that
very year.

He has claimed her though gently; the brightness fades from her face
and she withdraws.

THE GIRL
So were a lot of other chﬂdren, Comrade General.

YEVGRAF
Not many called Tonya, bearing the name Komarov, or
Komarovsky -

" She looks harassed.

THE GIRL
- Komarov's a common name, so's Tonya.

YEVGRAF

-== with fair hair and grey eyes, lost at the age of eight
when the Civil War broke out in the Far East ... There's
something that you haven't told me, Tonya. (Very gently)
How did you come to be lost?

THE GIRL ( Quickly)
I can't remember.

YEVGRAF
1 don't believe tha.t You must remember something.

.THE GIRL

No.

But her voice is almost shrill and YEVGRAF sees that she e1ther does
remember or that the memory, repressed, is very near the surface.

" He considers:

YEVGRAF
~Shall 1 tell you how I met your mother ?

She looks up, eager for more story, but remembers to say:
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1671/ Continued

1675

1676

1677
1678

1679

THE GIRL
¥ she was my mother, Comrade General.

YEVGRAF

Listen and decide. I picked my brother up - literally
picked him up - on a Moscow street. He had a fourth-
class ration book and he was undernourished. . He didn’t
seem to mind that or anything. I thought he'was a
happier man than me, (He smiles wryly, the Girl for
the moment forgotten) He suffered me to buy him a new
suit. And get him a job at his old hospital ...

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET DAY LOCATION SPRING

MEDIUM SEOT. YEVGRAF is steering YURI, looking doubly frail
in his thick new suit, towards a tram. YEVGRAT talking earnestly,

| YURI gravely nodding.

YEVGRAF (SOUND) :
I saw him off for his first day's work. This was eight
years after he and - Lara, parted.

THE GIRL (SOUND. Disappointed. tender:)
- So he never saw her again? S

They reach the tram in CLOSE SHOT; passengers getting on and off.
YURI embraces YEVGRAF. :

. YURI
Thank you. You've been very kind to me.

He mounts the tram with assistance. The CONDUCTOR rings the
bell and the tram jerks away. YURI calls back to YEVGRAF, eyes
twinkling, but face straight: ,

You're right. 1t's a matter of self-respect.
CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAT smiles, raises his hand.

MEDIUM SHOT. From the back of the receding tram YURI waves
back and turns inside. ]

CLOSE UP. YEVGRATF looking aiter the tram.,

YEVGRAF (SOUND) . ' :

He must have known how ill he was, The walls of his
heart were like paper. But he kept it to himself. He
kept a lot to himself. (He turns away abruptly) No,



1680

1681

1682
1683

1684

1685

1686

1687
1688

1689

1690

1691

- . 275
INTERIOR TRAM  LOCATION DAY

CLOSE SHOT. YURI sitting in a single seat by the window. He looks
out of the window dreamily. :

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. POV YURL The busy pavements of
the street ahead. A female figure appears and disappears among the
passersby walking in the same direction as the tram. We recognise,
or we think we recognise - LARA.

CLOSE UE. YURI idly gazing, hasn't seen her.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT = (Perhaps zooming in a little) The
female figure again. As the tram gains on her she comes into profile.
MUSIC begins. It is LARA. She too has aged eight years, is poorly
dressed, but not in such terrible shape as YURI.

CLOSE UP. YURI recognises her a moment after we do. The tram
stops with a jolt. For a moment he just sits looking at her in
amazement.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with LARA as she walks

‘along the pavement, now gaining on us.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI rises from his seat. The gangway is packed
with solid looking people. Ee makes an effort to push through but

new passengers are pushing forward from the entrance. The bell
rings, the tram starts off again. YURI desperately returns to his seat.

CLOSEUP. He presses his head against the glass, looking ahead.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. POV YURIL The tram is catching LARA
up again. She is now very near as the tramway has closed in towards
her pavement,

CLOSE SHOT. YURI half rises; scrabbles desperately to open the
window. It is jammed. He sits again,

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. LARA is again almost level with the tram
and only a few yards away. CAMERA PANS with her and leads us

to a big CLOSE UP of YURL. He beats at the window as if in some
claustrophobic nightmare, beads of perspiration on his forehead.
Turns, fighting for breath, gathers himself for one final effort, rises.

CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YURI, now terribly white, as he
fights and pushes his way through a sea of faces staring at him in the
gangway. The bell rings. un-naturally loud. The tram stops again,
everyone swaying. He pushes on. E
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CLOSE SHOT. He reels onto the platform, looks wildly down at:

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA walks by, almost underneath. Disappears
behind the body of the tram. '

CLOSE UP. YURI tries to call her name - but can't. Lurches forward.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. He almost falls off the tram into the road.
Staggers a couple of steps. collects himself, looks ahead at:

. MEDIUM SHOT. LARA drawing away along the pavement,

CLOSE UP. YURI  Looks desperately after her, moves forward.

LONG SHOT, The tram in foreground of picture. The passengers
all looking at YURI. He staggers a few steps after the receding figure
of LARA, then falls to the szound. MUSIC stops. Passengers and
other passersby run to him forming a little circle, so we see him no
more. Inthe background LARA walks on unaware, and is lost in the
crowd. :

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR CEMETARY  LOCATION DAY SPRING

CLOSE SHOT., Feet are passing along a well-kept path, varied feet
in boots, shoes and pumps, or simply wrapped in rags.

MEDIUM SHOT  In foreground, the people to whom the feet belong.
Old folk mostly, the remnants of the old intelligentsia. but there is a
sprinkling of earnest looking modern youngsters, They make their
way quietly between the headstones of a sunlight cemetary, on their
way from a new grave, well laden in flowers, in the background.

YEVGRAF (SOUND) _

I was astonished to find the extent of his reputation.
His work was unobtainable at that time. It was dis-
approved of by the Party., But if people love poetry -

CLOSE SHOT. The flowers on the grave. ' Spring flowers, daffodils.
- they love poets. And nobody loves poetry like a Russian.

CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF ioqking down at the grave. Behind him a voice
says:

LARA (SOUND)
Excuse me Comrade ~--
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1702 Continued
He turns. CAMERA PANS slightly to include LARA. She says:

LARA
Are you .. Yevgraf? My name is Lara.

1703 CLOSEUP. YEVGRAFT reacts with great interest while she, agitated,
collects herself,

'YEVGRAT (SOUND)
I knew her name from the "Lara" poems which I had
found among my brother's manuscripts.

1704 CLOSE UP. LARA

LARA '
I knew your brother. I need-your help.

CUT |
INTERIOR HUT STUDIO DAY
1705 CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF and THE GIRL in the hut.

YEVGRAF A
That was how I met her, Tonya. She had cometo
‘Moscow_ to look for - .

1706 CLOSE UP. THE GIRL. YEVGRAF continues on SOUND:
- her child. I helped her, as far as anyone could.
cuT
].'N‘I‘ERIOﬁ ORPHANAGE STUDIO OR LOCATION DAY SUMMER

1707 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Children's faces, all of them girls, look
. up past CAMERA which is travgl]ing along them at adult eye-line.

1708 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LARA, followed at a respectful distance
by YEVGRAF and MATRON, is inspecting the little girls who have been
lined up for her in a rather bleakorphanage. She.is terribly moved
by the unguessable predicaments of all these small people.

1709 CLOSE UP TRACKING. More faces of young girls passing by. Dark,
‘blonde, tough, shy. All looking up at the beautiful sad lady. with the
intent, loving eyes.
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CLOSE UP TRACKING. LARA from the children's eyeline. A faint
play of emotion, or a soft reassuring smile, a sudden gravity, a dawning
hopelessness. '

LONG SHOT. LARA has come to the end of the line. She stops, turns
to YEVGRAF and MATRON, shakes her head. MATRON claps her
hands and the children run off.

CUT
INTERIOR EUT  STUDIO DAY
CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF and THE GIRL.

YEVGRAF _
But I knew it was hopeless ... In fact, you were still
running wild at that time, weren't you?

THE GIRL (Subdued)
Yes, Comrade General.

CLOSEUP YEVGRAF

YEVGRAYT
Ithink ... I was a little in love with her ...

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET LOCATION DAY SUMMER

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA is crossing a street, walking away from
CAMERA. After afew paces she turns, still walking, .looks upwards
behind her and waves.

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAT in the wmdow of a house looking. down at
her. He waves back.

1L.ONG SHOT. YEVGRAF'S FOV. LARA reaches the far.side of the
street and passes beneath a colossal poster of STALIN. holding on
his arm a little boy, with the heads of children looking up.at him trust-
fully.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
One day she went away and didn't come back.

LARA begins to mingle with the passersby. By the time YEVGRAF has
finished speaking she is lost to view,

I tried to trace her; but I couldn’'t. She must have been
arrested in the street, as so often happened in those days,
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Continued

YEVGRAF (Cont)

and she died or vanished somewhere, forgotten as a
nameless number on a list which was afterwards mislaid,
in one of the innumerable mixed or women's concentration
camps in the north.

CcuT

" INTERIOR EUT STUDIO DAY

1717

1718

1719/
1722

"CLOSE UP. THE GIRL. She is moved tothe verge of tears, her

face puckered. She looks away, swallowing.
CLOSE UP. YEVGRAT leans forward towards her.

YEVGRAF (Compelling) .
Tonya, how did you come to be lost?

MEDIUM SHOT. A pause. She fights for control, can't achieve it.

THE GIRL
We were running, in a street -

. YEVGRATF (Quickly)
-we? :

THE GIRL
My father ...

YEVGRAF :
Not your father - Komarovsky.

THE GIRL (Wildly)

1don't know - ! (Now it must come; total recall;

her distress uncontrollable) ' The street was on.fire ...
And there were explosions ... The houses were falling
down. We were running and he ~ he - he let. go. of my hand.

This was the worst moment of her life. She is shaking:

He let go of m:} hand - (She.s&uggles desperately with
_ herself; looks away and squeaks:) And - (Shrugs) I was
lost. '

YEVGRAF (Moved, gently:)
Would a father, have done that.
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1719/ Continued
1722
She looks at himand informs him, factually.

THE GIRL
Oh yes. Feople will do anything.

Be knows it too well. He is moved, Takes refuge in harshness:

YEVGRATF '
Where was your mother?

THE GIRL (A desolate whisper)
I don’t know.

YEVGRAF
She was in hospital; she had typhus. It was Komarovsky.
This man was your father!

. She looks down at the photographs. She considers wistfully what she
obviously takes to be an attractive proposition. :

Why won't you believe it? (Gently, puzzled) Don't
you want to believe it? '

THE GIRL
Not if it isnft true.

YEVGRAF (Looks at her,. suddenly peaceful)
Ah ... That's inherited. e

THE GIRL

Comrade General. when I was a child I wanted parents -
... Well, you can imagine how I' wanted.parents. I
wanted to die when I was a child, You know? (YEVGRAF
nods, attending carefully) But now... o :

Her gaze wanders to the window and back to YEVGRAF. She concludes,
quite lightly: .

I don't know ... (A little appeal) And I can't be of any
use to them now, can I?

YEVGRAF
1 was hoping I might be of some use, to you. Will you
think about it? ‘

THE GIRL (We sense she is in a hurry to be gone)
Yes. ‘
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Continusd
YOVGRAR
And will you take this? (The book)

THE GIRL v
Yes. (Taking it)

YEVGRAT

And mey I see you again? (She
looks =2t him, scared agzain). WVell
think about it. :

YEVGRAT riscs.
EXTERIOR DA IOCATION DAY SULIER

CLOSE SHOT. Outside the hut, the YOUNG WORKER, ADC
and POLICE arc drowsy with waiting. The other
loiterers have gone. Background nondescript mountai:
gide. On SOUXND a docr opening; 2ll look up at:

MEDIT, SHOT, Skooting from behind them down onto
area of white concrete; YZVGRAT and GIRL descend

Srom hut. YOURG WORKER walks forward, cown into

frame. They meet at the bottom of the sieps.

MSDITGM CLOSE SHOT. YSVGRAF looks at YOGNG WOREIR
very zilitary. The boy swallows bul susitains the
look. YEVGRAT looks to the girl for explanation

‘but she szys to YOUNG WORRER:

THE GIRL
It‘s all right, David.

She takes the bundle froz him, holds it in her hand,
YEVGRAR looks 2t the boy, & bit hostile, 2 bit
jealous. This wasn’t part of his plan. They look
very defenceless, very proud, move close together.
But the GIRL looks sympathetically at YEVGRAF.
YEVGRAF likes them. He relaxes. -

YEVGERLD
You work here?
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1725/ Continued

1727

1723

1728

1730

1731

YOUNIIG WOREZR
Yes Comrade Genecral. I’m an operatior.

TVGRAR
%What do you operzvie?

THS GIRL (prouﬁly, pointing:)
That!

ASIDIUN Su0T. Their OV. A giant excavator, well
uued but in perfect condltlon. Behirnd it pow, =2
glimpse of the workings - a lzrry perk say, with
ncat lines of ten-wheelers.

MEDITH SEOT. As before. YEVGRAF grunts. .
moment of awkwardness. The Great lMan facing tke
Younz Things across & chasm,

YSVGRAT
David oparates Goliath.

The officizl quip mests with obedlenx laubhter.

But they are liking him, though it doesn ‘t eross
the boy‘s mind to sce him, as THE GIRL is beginning
to, as & fellow human bezng. He is Authority. To
rclease th2m YEVGRAFT steps back a step or two, his
hends bekind his back.

YCVGRAF
You’ve promised to think about it, Tonya.

The Yoy looks a%t her not altogsther hapuil , sensin
a relationship from which he is excluded.

CLO3Z SHOT., YLVGRAF, He raises his hand in 2
half-civilian sclute, hesitetes for one moment and
walks eway towsrds his ADC.  After a few paces we
hear, on 3CWID, a2 litile discord of musical notes.
YEVGRAR stops, turns:

CLO3Z 3EOTZ., THEC GINT aand TEC BOY. He is helping
her hitch up her bundlec. i rough peasant’=
BALAL.IZ4 is strung to its back. They move ofi.
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CIOSE SHOT. YEVGRAT calls after them:’

YEVGRAF
Tonyai

CLOSZ GHOT. The GIRL and the BOY stop and turn.

MSTIW! SHOZ. YTVGRAT is coming towards +them.
CATIA PANS with him into 2 CLOSE SHOT with the
two of them,

ITVGRAF (Innocently)
Can you play the balalaika?

© She stares back at him, his meéning beginning to

dawn. 3But the boy talkes it at face value:

YOUERG WORKER
Ca.n She Play ..l!

YEVGRAT (Still loocking at the GIRL,
and smiling now) She plays well?

YOURG WOrX:ERn
Tell the Comrade Gencrel.

Ho gives her e little shove, but shs simply moves
awzy Ifrom hinm a little not taking her almost

frightencd cyes from TEVGRAF.

She’s en artist!

IZVGRATR ,
An artist ... Tho taught ysu?

YOUNG J00E22

No~one tzuzht her.
YEVGRAF

Ah, then it’s a Gifti

On which word, HUSIC, Balalaike, lyrical, dezzling,
an irrepressible fountain of notes. YLVGRAF steps
baCko :
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We see BOT and GIRL his POV. Their movement now

brings cnto frame the dam itself, a glorious curve
oL comcrete soaring up to the floating clouds.

CIOSE UP. YIVGRAF watching them go. HMUSIC playing
louder, faster. ) .

I0TG SHOT his POV. The BCY and GIRL recede, passing
fron frame diagonally. 4s they go the danm gates
open. The roar of the water and the music coxpete.
wnen BOY and GIRL . have gone the plunging water, its .
arc of rebound and tillowing spray ovscupy the screen
alone, vver which: . |

FINAL CREDIIS.
THZ END







